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ACTVS PRIMVS. SCEANA PRIMA, 


Enter at one dove a Fanerall, a Coronet Lying.on the Heare, Scute 
chins aed Garlands hanging on the fides, attended by Gafparo 
Trebatzi, Duke of Millan, Caftruchio, Sinezi, Pioratto 
Sere: ana others * ris dove, Enter Hipolito m difton- 
verted appearance: NMatheo 2a Gentlemaz his tri aur ies 
colold kenwtackel — 

Duke. 
Ehold,yon Commet fhewes his head againe; 
Twice hath he thus at-croffe-turnes throwne on ys 
’ Prodigious lookes: Twice hath he troubled 
_ The waters of oureyes. See,hee's turnde wilde; 

Goon in Gods name. 
All, On afore there ho, : 
Deke Kinfmen and friends, take from your manly fides 

Your weapons to keep back the defperate boy 

From doing violence to the innocent dead, 

Hipolite Ipray thee deere ALatheo. 
Matheo Comey'are mad, 
Hip. 1 do arreft thee murderer:fet downe. 

Villaines fet downe that forrow, “tis al! mine. 

Deke Idobefecch you all,for my blouds fake 

Send hence your milder fpirits, and let wrath 

Joine in confedezacy with your weapons points; 

If he proceed to vex vs, let your {words 

Seek out his bowels:funeral criefe loathes words, 

All Set on, 

Hip. Set downe the body. 

Mat. O my Lord! ; 

Y are wrong: i’th open ftreet?you fee fhee's dead, 

Hip. know fhe is not dead, 

Duke Franticke yong man, 


Wilt thoubeleeue thefe Gentlemen?pray {peake: 
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THE HONEST WHORE, 

Thou doft abufe my child, and mockft the teares. 

That heere are fhed for her: If to behold 

Thofe rofes withered, that fet out her cheekes: 

That paire of ftarres that gaue her body light, 

Darkned and dim for euer: All thofe riuers 

That fed her veines with warme and crimfon ftreames; 

Frozen and dried vp: If thefe be Ggnes of death, 

Then is fhe dead, Thou ynreligious youth, | 

Art notafham‘d toempty all thefe eyes. | 

Of fuaerall teares (a debs due to the deady / 

As mirth is to the living: Sham’ft thou not 

Tohaue them {tare on theeP?hark,thou art curt 

Eucn to thy face, by thofe chat f{carce can {peake.. 

Hip. My Lord. 
Duke What would thou haue?is fhe not dead? 
Hip. Oh,youha kild her by your cruelty. 
— Dake Admit I had,thou kill'{t her now againe; 

And art more fauage then a barbarous Moore. | 
Hig, Let me but kiffe her pale and bloudleffe lip. 
Duke O fie fiec,fie. - - ; 

Hip. Orif not touch her, let me look on her, 
Math, As you regard your honour. 

Hip. Honour! {moake. . 
Mat. Or if you lowd her liuing ,fpare her now. 
Deke I,well done fir,you play the Gentleman, 

Steale hence: ’tis nobly-done:away:I leioyne 

My force to your,to top this violent torment: 

Pafle on. Exeunt with Funeral. 

Hip. Afatheo thou do& wound me more, 
Math. \ gine you phyfick noble friend, not wounds, 
_ Duke Oh well faid,well done, a true gentleman: 

Alack, I know the fea of louers rage 

Comes rufhing with fo ftreng atidezit beates 

And beares downe all refpects of life,of honour, 

Of friends, of foes, forget her gallant youth. 

Hip. Forget her?. 
Deke Na,na,be butpatient: 
for why deaths hand hath fued a fixict diuorce 
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Twixt her and thee:what’s beaurie but a coarfe? 
| What but faire fand-duft are earths pureft formes: 
Queenes bodies are but trunkes to put in wormes. 

Matheo Speak no more fentences, my good Lord, but flip 
“hence; you fee they are but fits, lerule him I warrant ye.I,fo 
tread gingerly, you Grace is heere fomewhat.too long ine 
dy, $bloud the ieaft wercnow, if hauing tane fome kneckes. 
oth pate diready,he fhould get loofe againe, and like a madde 
Oxe, toffe my new blacke cloakes into the kenell.I mui hu- 
mour his Lordfhip:my Lord Hipolito, is it in your ftomacke to 
goe to dinner? . 

Hipolito Where is the body? 

-Matheo The body,as the Duke fpake very wifely, is goue 
tobe worm'd. | 

Hi. I cannot reft, Tlemeeteit atnextturne, — | 
L'le fee how my Joue lookes, Matheo holds him i's armes. 

 Mathzp How your loue lookes?werfe than a fcarre-crow, 
wraftle not with me:the great felow giues the fal for a duckar, 

Hipolito 1 {hall forget my felfe. 

Matheo Pray do fo, leaue. your felfe behind your felfe,and 
go whither you will, S foot, do you long to haue bafe rogues 
shat maintaine a faint Avthonies fire in their nefes(by nothing 
but two peny Ale)make ballads of yourif the Duke had but fo 
much mettle in him,as.is in acoblers awle,he would ha beena 
yext thing:he and his.traine had blowne you vp,but that their - 
powder haz taken the wet of cowards:you le bleed three pot- 
tles of ‘Aligant, by this light, if you follow em, and then wee 
{hal haue a hole made in a wrong place,to haue Surgeons role 
shee vp like a babie in fwadling clouts.. 

Hipolito What day is to day, Mathao? 

Matheo Yea mary,thisis an eafie queftion: why to day is,. 
let me fee, Thurfeday. Hipolito O, Thurfeday.. 

Matheo Ueere’s acoile for adead commodity, sfoote wo- 
men when theyare aliue are but dead commodities, for you 
Anal haue one woman lie vpon many menshands.. 

Hipolito She died on monday then. 

Matheo Andthat’s the moft villanous day of all the week 


to die in;and fhe was well,and eat a mefle of water-grewel on 
| | A 3 monday. 


THE HONEST WHORE, 
‘monday morning. . 
Hip. I, it cannot bee, oat | 
Such a bright taper fhould burne out fo foone. 
Mat. Oyes my Lord, fo foone: why ha knowne them, 
that at aad haue beene as well,and had fo much health, that 


they were 8 ad to pledge it,yet before three a clock haue bene 
found dead diunke. . 


Hyp. On thurfeday buried! and on monday dyed, 
‘Quick haft birlady: fure her winding fheete 
Was laid out fore her body, and the wormes 
That now mutt feaft with her, were euen befpoke, 
And folemnely inuited like ftrange guefts, — 
Mat, Strange feeders they are indeed my Lord, and like 
your Ieafter or yong Courticr, will enter vpon any mans tréms 
cher without bidding. c 
Hip. Curft be that day for euesthat robd her 
Of breath, and me of bliffe, hencetorth Jet it (tand 
Within the Wizards booke(the kalender) 
Markt with a marginall finger, to be chofen 
By theeues, by villaines,and black murderers, 
Asthebeftdayforthemtolabourin, 
If henceforth this adulterous bawdy world - 
Be got with child with treafon, faeriledge, 
Atheifme, rapes, treacherous friendfhip, periury, 
Slaunder, (the beggars finne)lics,(finne of fooles) 
Or any other.damn’d impieties, 
Ont Monday \et’em be deliuered. 
i fweare to thee Aathao, by my foule, 
Heereafter weekely onthatday Vleglew - 
Mine cic-lids downe,becaufe they fhall not gaze 
On any female cheeke. And being lockt vp 
In my clofe chamber, there le meditate 
_ On nothing but my Jafelices erid, | 
Oron a dead mans {cull draw out mine owne, . 
Mat. Yowle doeall thefe good workes now euery more . 
day, becaufe iris fo bad : but I hope vpon tuefday morning I 
fhall take you witha‘wench, - | 


\ 
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Hyp. Vf ever whilft fraile bloud through my veines runne, 
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-. On womans beames I throw affection, 
Saue her that’s dead: or that I loofely flie 

To'th fhore of any other wafting eie, 
Let me not profper heauen. I will be true, 
Euen to her duft and afhes:could her tombe 
Stand whilft Ilivdfolong, thatitmightrot,  - 
That fhould fall downe, but fhe bee ne're forgot, 

Mat.. If youhaue this ftrange monfter, Honeftie, in your: 
belly, why fo Tig-makers and Chroniclers fhall picke fome.. 
thing out of you: butandI fmell not you and abaw dy houfe 
out within thefeten daies, let my nofebee as big as an Eng- 
lith bag-pudding : Tle follow your Lordthip,though it be to. 


che place aforenamed, - Exeunt. 


a 
Enter Fuftigo in fome fantaftich, Sea-fuite at one 
dove, aPorter meetes him at another. ‘ 

Fuft. How now Porter, will fhe come? 

Porter If I may truft a woman fir,fhe will come. 

Fuft. There’s for thy paines, godamercy, if euerI ftand in 
need of awench that wil come with a wet finger,Porter,thou 
fhalt carne my money before an Céariffimo in Millaine; yet {o- 
god fame fhee’s mine owne fifter body andfoule, as Tama. 
Chriftian Gentleman;fare-well, Tle ponder till fhe come:thou: _ 
haft bene no bawdin fetching this woman, Jaffure thee. 

Porter No matter if Thad fir, better men then Porters are: 
bawdcs,. | 

Fuft. O God fir, many that haue borne Offices. But Por-._ 
ter art fure thou wentflintoatruehoufer? = - 

Porter I thinke fo, for Imet with no thieues.. 

Fuft. Nay, but art fure it was my fitter Viola. 

Porter Yam fure by all fuperfcriptions it was the party you: 

Fuft. Not very tall. | (ciphered,, 

Porter Not very low, a midling woman, , 

Fuft. “Twas fhe faith, twas fhe,a pretty plumpe cheek like. 

Porter Atablufh, a little very much like you. (imine.. 

Fuft.Gods fo, would not for a duckat fhe had kickt vp her 
heeles, for I ha fpent an abhomination this voyage, marie I 


Midis amongft Sailers and Gentlemensthere’s.a little modicum 
. 7 MOLs: | 


THE HONEST wHORE, 
more, = Darter, for making thee {tay farewell honeft Porter. 

Porter I am in your debt hr,God preferue on . Exit. 

tap Be Viola, 

Fu Not fo neither good Porter; gods lids eal fhe coms, 
Sifter Viola,I am elad to fee you ftirring-it’s newes to haue me 
heere, ift not Giftes? 

Viola Yestruft me: I wondred who fhould 1 te fo bold to. 
fend for me: your welcome to AZillan brother. 

Fuft. Troth fifter I heard you were married toa very rich 
chufte; and Iwas very forry for it,that Ihad no better clothes, 
and that made mee fend : for you know we Millaners love to 
ftrut vpon Spanifh leather. And how does all our friends? 

Viola Very well; you haue trauelled enough now, Itrow, 
to fowe your w ‘Ide atc te | 

" Fujf. ‘A pox on ems wilde oates, [hanot an oate to throw 
at ahorfe; troth fifter I ha fowde my oates, and reapt 200 
duckats if I had em heere,marry [mutt entreat youto lend me 
fome thirty or forty till the fhippe come, by. this had 1 ts nihil 
charge at my day,by this hand, 

Viola Thefe are your old oathes, 

Fuft. Why fitter, do you thinke Ile Corb cace my. hand? 

Viola Well, well syoufhallhaue them : put your felfe inte 
better fafhion, becaule Imuft employ yon ina ferious matter. 

Fuft. Tie {weate like ahorfe if I like the matter, : ‘ 

Viola Youhaue caft off all your old {waggering humours. 

Fuft. Thad not faild aleague in that great fih-pond (the 
Sea) but Lcaftvp my very gall. - 

Viola Yam the more fory,for I mult employ a true Gaasece 
rer. 

Fuft. Nay by this yron fifter, they fhall find I am pa 
and touch-boxe,if they put fire. ence into me, 

Viola Then lend me your eares, 

* Fuft. Mine eares are yours deere fitter, | 

_Yiola Lam martied to aman that haz wealth Fie and | 
wit enough, % 

“Fap. A Linnén Diaper 1 was coi fitter, 

Wola V cty ttug, a graue Citizen, I want nothing that 2 
wife can wilh front a husband : but heeres the fpite, at haz 

' | not 


THE HONEST wHORE. 
not all chings belonging to a man, ' 
Fuft. Gods my life, erie avery mandrake, or elfe (God 
bleffe vs) one a thefe whiblins, and that’s worfe, and then all 
the children that hee gets lawfully of your body fifter, are 
baftards by a ftatute. < : 
_ Vio. O yourunne ouer me too faft brother, Ihaue heardit 
often faid, that he who cannot bee angry is no man; I am fure 
my husband is amanin print, for all chings elfe, fauc onely in 
this, notempeftcanmouechim, » _ i 
Fuft. Slid, woud he had beene at fea with vs, hee fhould ha 
beenemou’d and mou'd agen, forPlebefwornela, ourdrun- 
ken fhip reel'd like a Dutchman, 

_ Viola No loffe of goods can increafe in hima wrinkle, no 
erabbed language make his countenance fowre,the ftubburn- 
nes of no feruant {hake him, he haz no more gall in him than a 
Doue, no more fting then an Ant: Mufician willhe neuer bee, 
(yet I finde much muficke in him) but hee loues no frets, and 
is fo free from anger,that many times I amready to bite off my 

tongue,becaufe ic wants thatvertue which all womenstongues 
haue(co anger their hufbands:) Brother,mine can by no thune 
der, turne him into a fharpeneffe. , 
Fuf?. Belike his bloud, fifter,is well brewd thea, 
Viola I proteft to thee Fuftigo, I louchim moft affectiog 
mately, but I know noc ———= I ha fuch a tickling with- 
_ Mee -——= fich a Mtrange longing; nay, verily I doe 
_ song. i 
Faftigo Then ylare with childe fifter, by all fignes and - 
tokens; nay, lamparcly aPhyfitian, and partly fomething 
elfe. Tha read Alberens Magnus ; and Arifforles Eme 
blemes, a i. 
Vida. Yarevaide ath bow hand Rill brother: my longings 
are not wanto'a, but wayward: I long to haue my patient huf= 
‘band cate vr,4 whole Potcupine, to the intent, the briftling 
quils mat’) fticke about his lippes like a fAiemmifh muftacho, 
and be fhorarme: Ifhall be leaner then thenew Moone,va- 
leffe I can make him horne mad, | 

FP af. $foore halfe a quarter of anhoure does that: make 

bir ga cuckold, | 7 
: | B —  Wiela 


THE HONEST WHORE, 

Viola. Puh, he would count fuch a cut no ynkindneffe, * 

Fuft. The honefter Cittizen he; then make him drunk and 

cut off .his beard. 

Viola Fie, fie, idle,idle, hee’s no French-mah, to fret at the 
loffe of a little fcal’d haire, No brother, thus it Mball bee ,you 
‘mutt be fecret. 

Fu. As your Mid-wife I proteft fifter,or a Bs use 

Viola Repaire to the Tortoys heere in ‘S. Chriftophers ftreete, 
Jwill fend you mony,turne your felfe into a braue man: infteed 
ofthe armes of your miftreffe,let your fword and your milita- 

ry {carfe hang about your nears 


Fuft. Tmuft hauea great’ Horfe-mans French feather too 
piitict. 
__ Viola O,by any meanes,to fhew your light head, elfe your 
“hat will fit like a coxcombe : to be briefe, you mutt bee in valk 
points amoft terrible wide mouth’d fwaggerer. 
_ Fuft. Nay,for {waggering points letme alone. 
Viola Refort then to.our Shop, and (inmy husbands pre- 


fence) kiffe me,{natch. tings, iewels, or any thing;fo you gine 
it backeagen brdther in fecret, 


Fuff. By this hand fifter. - 

“i Sweare as if you came but’ new from. Knight: 
“te 

; Fall Nay? le Gene after 4004 yeare.. 

Viola Swagger worfe then a Licuetenant among aati 
water fouldicrs,call me bu toues yous ingle,your cofen,or fos. 
but fifter at no hind 

Fuff.. No,no, it fall be cozen, of rather cuz that’s the gul- 
~ ling word Betweene the Citizens wiues and their old dames, 
that man em to the gardensto call you one a mine aunts, fifter, 
were as good as call. on arrant whore: no;no,let me alone to 
¢ozen you rarely... 

* Vida Haz heard Take a brother, but neuer ge him, ther. 
fore put ona good face. 

Fuft. The beftin Millan I warrant... 

Viola: Take vp wares, butpay nothing rifle: my bofome my" 
pocket,my purfe, the boxes.for mony. to dice withall; byabee- 
, ther jyoumutt giue all back agen in fecrets, 
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Fuftiga By this welken that heere roares J will; or elfe 
let mee neuer know what a fecret is: why fifter do you thinke 
Tle cunny-catch you, when you are my cozen? Gods my life, 
then I were aftarke Affe, if Ifret not his guts, beg mee fora 
‘foole. 

Viola Be circumfpect,and do fo then,farewell. 5 

Fuft. The Tortoys filter? Tle ftay there;forty duckats, Exif, 

Viole Thither Pe fend: this law can none deny, 

“Women mutt haue their longings, or they dic. Egg,’ 

Gafparo the Duke, Dottor Benédick, nwo feruants. 

Duke Giue charge thatnone do enter, lock the dores; 

And fellowes,what your eyes and cares receiue, © - 
Vpon your liuestruftnotthe gaddingaire 
To carry the leaft part of it: the glaffe,the houre-glaffe,, 

Dottor Heere my Lord. Yon — 

Duke Ah,*tismecrefpent. — - — 
But Doétor Benedick does your Art fpeake truth? 

Art fure the foporiferous ftreame will ebbe, yom 

And leaue the Criftall banks of her white body ° 
(Pureas they were at firft}iuftar the houre? 

Dofter Iuftat the houremy Lord, . 

Duke Vnceurtainc her: 
Softly {weet Doftor: what a coldifh heate.’ .. 
Spreads ower all her body. ‘ 

Dottor Now it workes: Li, 
The vitall {pirits that by a fleepie charme 
Were bound vp faft,and threw an icie fuft 
On her exterior parts, now ‘gin to breake; 
Trouble her not my Lord, . 

Duke Some ftooles:youcal'd ... 

For mufick,did you not?Oh ho, it fpeakes, 

Mt {peaks watch firs her waking, note thofe fands, 
Doctor fit downe: A Dukedome that fhould wey mine 
Owne downe twice,being putinto one {cale: 

And that fond defperate boy Hipolito, 
Making the weight vp, fhould not (at my hands) © 

Buy heri'th tother, were her fate more light 
Than hers, who makes a dowry vp with almes, ; 

a Doctor 


fs 


THE HONEST WHORE, 
Doctor I'le ftarueher on the Appenine 
Exehe fhall marry her: I muft confeffe, 
Hipolito is nobly borne, a man, 
Did not mine enemies bloud boile in his veines, 
Whom I would court to be my fon-in-law? 
But Princes whofehigh {pleenes for empery {wel, 
Are not with eafie Are made paralell, , 
2 Ser. She wakes my Lord. Duke Look Doctor Benedick, 
I charge you on your lives maintaine for truth, ~ 
Whatere-the Doctor or my felfe averre 
For you fhall beare her hence to Bergaine.- 
Inf. Oh God, wharfearefull dreames? 
Dottor Lady. Inf. Ha, 

Duke Girle. ' | 
Why Jxfelifha,how ift now,ha,{peake? : 
Inf. Yene well,what makes this Doétor heere? ?me well. 

Duke Thou wert not fo even now, ficknes pale hand 
Laid hold on thee cuen in the deadft of feafting, 
And when a cap crownd with thy louers health 
Had touche thy lips, a fencible cold dew 
Stood on thy cheekes, as if that death wept 


To fee fuch beauty altered, , 


Inf. Ixemember . Los 
 Vfate at banquet, but feltno fuch change. fa 
Duke Thou haft forget then how a meflenges 
Came wildely in with this ynfauory newes 
That hee was dead. * 
Inf, What meflenger?who’s dead? 
Duke Hipolito,alacke,wring not thy hands. 
Inf. Vfaw no meffenger, heard no fuchnewes. 
Doétor Truft me you did fweete Lady, 
Duke Layounows 2 Serwants Yes indeed Madam. 
Duke Layounow, tis well God knowes, 
Inf. You ha flaine him, and now you fe murder mee. 
Duke Good IJnfelifba vex not thus thy felfe, 
Of this the-bad report before did trike 
So coldly to the heart, that the fwift currents: 
Of lifewereallfrozenvp, 


i 


Inf. 
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Inf. Icis vntrue, 2 
Tis molt yntrue, O moft vnnaturall father! 
Duke And we had much to do by Arts beft cunning 
.To fetch life back againe. 7 ; 
Dottor Moft certaine Lady. 
Duke Why la younow, youlenet beleeue me, friends 
Sweate we not all, had wee not much to do? ) 
2 Ser. Yesindeed, my Lord, much, 
Duke Death drew fuch fearefull pictures ia thy face, 
That were Hipolto aliue agen, a 
Tle kneele and wooe the noble Gentleman 
To be thy husband: now I fore repent ' 
My fharpneffe te him and his family; 
Nay,do not weep for him, we all muft die: 
Doétor this place where fhe fo oft hath feene 
His liuely prefence, haunts her,does it not? 
- Dottor Doubrleffe, my Lord, it does. 
Duke Itdocs,itdoes. _. 
Therefore fweet girle thou fhalt to Bergamo, 
Inf, Euen where you will,in any place there’s woe, 
Duke A Coach is ready, Bergamo doth ftand 
Ina moft wholfome aire, {weet walkes, there’s Deare. 
I, thou fhalt hunt and fend ys veuifon, : 
Which like fome gods in the Copriaz groues,. | 
Thine owne faire hand fhall ftrike; firs, you fhall teach her 
To ftand, and how to fhote, I, fhe fhall hunt: 
Caft off thisforrow. In girle, and prepare ; 
This night to ride away to Bergamo. 
Inf. O moft ynhappy maide. 
Duke Follow itclofe. 
No words that fhe was buried on your lives, 
Or that her ghoft walkes now after fhee’s dead; 
Tle hang youif you name a funerall. ! 
1 Ser, Vie fpeake Greeke,my Lord,ere I fpeake thar dead. 
ly word, (Exeunt, 
2 Ser, AndTle fpeake Welch,which is harder then Greek, 
Duke Away; look to her; Doctor Benedick, 


Did obferue how her complexion altered eee: 


Exi, 
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Vpon his name and death, O'wouldt’were true. : 

Doétor Itmay my Lord. *, 

Duke Mayehow? I wifh his death. 

Dotter, And you may haue your wifh;fay but the word, 
And’tis a {trong Spell to rip vp his grauc: : 
Thaue good knowledge with Hipolito; 

He calsme friend, Tle creep into his bofome, - 
“And fting him there to death; poifon camdo’t, 
Duke Performe it; V'le create thee halfé mine heire, 
- Doftor It fhall be done,although the fact be fowle, 
Duke Greatnefle hides fin, the guilt vpon my foule,Exeunt 
Enter Caftruchio, Pioratto, and Fluello, / 

Caf. Signior Pioratto, fignior Fivello, fhal’s be merry? fhal’s 
play the wags now? = ® Gn 

Flu. I, any thing that may beget the childe of laughter. 

Caf, Truth I haue a pretty fportiue conceit new crept into 

 mybraine, will moue excellent mirth, lie? 

Pio. Let's ha't,let’s ha’t,and where fhall the {ccene of mirth 

Coft. At fignior Candido’shoufe, the patient man, nay the- 
monftrous patient man;they fay his bloud is immoueable,that 
lac haz taken all patience from aman, and all conftancie from 
a woman. eae ) 

Flu. That makes fo many whores now a daies, 

Caft. I,and fo many knaues too, 

Pio. Well fir; Ak ‘ 

Caft. To conclude, the report goes, hee’s fo milde, fo affa- | 

_ ple, fo fuffering, that nothing indeed can moue him: now do 
~ but think what fport it will be to make this fellow(the mirror 
of patience) asangty, as vext, andas mad as an Enelifh Cuca 
kold. - : | 2 
Fiz. O, *twereadmirable mirth, that: but how wil’t bee 
done Signion a ae y- | | ; 
'  Caff. Lecme alone, I hauea trick, aconceit, athing, a de. 
uice will fting him? faith,if he haue but athimble full ofbleud 
_ jn’s belly,or a {pleene not fo big as a tauerne token. 
. Pio. Thou ftirre him? ‘thou moue him? thou anger him? 
, alas, I know hisapproued temper: thou vexe him? why hee 
 haz/a patienceaboue mans iniuries : thou maift fooner raife a 
reye . ee 2 ee "— fpleene 
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{pleene in an Angell then rough humour in him: why T'le ciue 
you inftance forit. This wonderfull temper d Signior Candido 
-ypona time invited home to his houfe certaine Neapolitane 
Lords,of curious taft,and no meane pallats,con juring his wife 
of all loues, to prepare cheere fitting for fuch honorable tren. 
cher-men. Shee(iuft of a womans nature, couetous to try the 
vttermoft of yexation, and thinking at laft to get the ftart ag 
his humour) willingly neglected the preparation,and became ” 
ynfurnifh not onely of dainty,but of ordinary difhes.He (ac- 
cording to the mildneffe of his breaft) entertained the Lords 
and with courtly difcourfe beguiled the time(asmuch asa Cir, 
tizen might do:) to conclude, they. were hungry Lords, fox 
there caine no meat in; their {tomackes were plainely guld. 
and their teeth deluded,and(if anger could haue feiz’da mar) 
there was matter enough yfaith to vexe any citizen inthe 
world, if he werenot too much madeafooleby his wife, 

Flu, 1,Vle fweare for't:sfoot,had it beene my cafe,I fhould 
ha plaid mad trickes with my wife andfamily : firft, I would 
ha {pitted the men, ftew’d the maides, and bak’t the miftreffe 
andfoferuedthemin. =. . . . ©" ¥ 

Pio, Why ’twould ha tempted any bloud but his, 
And thou to yex him? thou to anger him 
With fome poore fhallow ieft? A 

Caft. S’bloud Signior Pioraite (you that difparage my cone 
ecit) Ile wage a hundred duckats ypon the head on't, thatie 
* moues him, frets him, and galles him, 

Pio. Done,'tisa lay,ioine gol's on’t:witneffe fignior Flvell 

Caf. Witnefle : ’tis done: j * j 
Come, follw me: the houfe is not farre off, 
Ve thrift him from his humour vex his breaft,, 
Aad winnea hundred duckats by oneieit. Exenrt. 


Enter Candidoes wife, George, and tive Prentices. 
inthe foop. 


Wife Come,you put vp your wares in good order here,do 
you not think you, one peece caft this way, another that Way? . 
youhadneed hawea patient maiftesindeed, = 


1mm + re igre 


George: 
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George 1, Vie befworne, for we haue a curft miftreffe, 
Wyfe You mumble,do you mumble? I would your Maiftg 
or I could bea note more angry : for two patient folkesin a 
houfe fpoyle all the feruants that euer (hall come vndee them. 


1 Prentife You patient! I, fothe deuill when hee is horne _ 


madde. . 
Enter Caftruchio,Fluello, aud Pioratto. 


All hree Gentlemen, what do you lack? what ift you buy? 
See fine hollands, fine cambrickes, finelawnes. 

George What ift you lacke?- 

2 Prentife What ift you buy? : 

Caft. Where's fignior Candido thy Maifter? —_(prefently. 

George Faith fignior, hee’s a lictle negotiated, he'le appeare 

Caft.. Fellow, let's fee alawne, a choice one firra. 

George Thebeftin ail A4dlan, Gentlemen, and this is the 
peece.I ean fit you Gentlemen with fine callicoes too for dub- 
lets, the onely fweet fafhion now,moft delicate and courtly,a 
mecke gentle calico,cut ypon two double affable taffataes,ah 
moft neate, feate,and ynmatchable, 

Flu. A notable-voluble tongde villaine, 

- Pio. I warrant this fellow was neuer begot without much 
prating. 
: Caft. What,and is this fhe faift thou? 


~ 


4 


George I,and the pureft the that euer you fingerd fince yor” 


were a Gentleman: looke how euen fhe is, looke how cleane 
the is, ha, as euen as the brow of Cinthia, and ascleane as 
fonnes and heires when they fpent all. : 

Caf. Puh, thou talkft, pox on’t’tis rough. 

~ George Howz?is fhe rough? but if you bid pox on’e fir, ‘twill 

take away the roughneffe prefently, ) 

Flu. Ha fignior; haz he fitted your French curfe? 

George Looke you Gentleman, here’s an other, compare 
them | pray, compara Virgilinms com Homero, compare Virgins 
with harlots, 


Caft. Pub, Tha {eene better,and as you terme chem, cuencr 
and cleaner, 


your 


_ Gowrge 
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George You may fee further for your minde, but truft mee 
* vou fhallnotfindbetterferyourbody, = Enter Candido. 
Caf?. O heere he comes, let’s make as tho we pafle, 
Come;come,wee le try in fome other fhop, : 
Cand. How now; what's the matter? 
George The Gentlemen find fault with thislawne, fallout 
with it,and without a caufe too,, 
Cand. Withouta caufe! , 
And that makes you to let em paffeaway: _ 
Ah: may I craue a word with you Gentlemen? 
Flu. He cals vs. ye] , . 
Caft. Makes better for the ieft, Tihs 
Cand. \ pray come neere, Pies very welcome gallanss, 
Pray pardonmymansrudenefle, forlfeareme- 
Ha’s talk taboue a Prentice with you, - Lawnes! 
Looke you kind gentlemen - this!no:-I this: 
Take this vpon my honeft-dealing faith, e . 
To bea true.weaue,fot too hard nor flack, 
But eeneas farre from falfhood,as from black. 
Caf. Well,how do you rate it? 
- €and, Nery confcionably,38.s. a yard. pel, a 
! Caft. That'stoo deere: how many yards does the wliole. 
peece containe thinke you?” , : 
~ , Cand, Why, fome 17 yards, Ythinke, og thereabouts, 
How. much would ferue your turne? I pray. 
Caft. Why let me fee--would it were better too, 
Cand, Truth, ‘tis the beft in Afillan at few words. 
Caff. Weltslet mehauethen a whole peny-worch, - 
- Cazd. Ha,ha: y’areamerry Gentleman, 
_ Caf. ApennorthI fay, Cand. Of Lawnel 
Caft. Of lawne? I of lawne, a pennorth, s bloud doft not 
heare?a whole.pennorth,are you deaffe?_ 
Cand. Deaffe?no Sir:but I muft tell you,” 
Our wares do feldomé meete fuch culiome:s. 
Caft. Nay,and youand your lawnes be fo fquearifh, 
Fare you well, | 
- Cand. Pray Ray,a word,pray Signior:for what purpofe is it 
I befeech you? , | 


6 Cat, 
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Caft. Sbloud,what’s thatto you ; Tle haueapeny-worth. 
Cand. A peny-worth!why you fhall:T'le ferue you prefent- 
2.Pren. S*foot a peny-worth Miftrefle! (ly. 
Mt. A peny-worth! call you thefe Gentlemen? 
Caft. No,no:notthere. > 
Can. What then kinde Gentleman, whatat this corner 
Caf. Nonotthereneither. _ | a (heere? 
- Ple haue it tuft in the middle, or elfe not, - 
Can. Tuft in the middle: ha-you hall toozwhat? 
Haue you fingle peny? ; 
-Caft. Yesheere’sone. Cand. Lendit me I pray. 
Fiz. Anexcellent followed ett. 
Wife.. What willhe fpoileche lawnenow2 | 
Cand. Patiende, good wife. 
‘Wife. I, that patience makes a foole of you : Gentlemen, 
you might ha found fome other Citizen tohaue made a kinde 
gull on, befides my husband. > ¥ 
Cand, Pray Gentlemen take her to be @woman,,. 
Do not regard her language. --O kind foule: 
Such vor will driue away all my cuftomers, 
Wife. Cuftomers with amurren: call you thefe cuftomers? 
’ Cand, Patience, good wife. — Wefe. Pax a your patience. 
George, S foot miftreffe, I warrant thefe are fogre cheating 
€oempanions. —- a. “ 
Cand, Looke you Gentleman, there's your ware, I thanke: 


ane haue your cuftome, 
Wife Cuftome quoth a. 
Cand, Letme take-more of your mony. 
Wife. Youhadneedfo, | = 
Pio, Harke in thing eare, th’aft loft an hundred duckats.. 
Caff. Well,well,lknow’t: ift poffible that Homo. 
Should be nor man, nor woman: not once mou’d;. 
No not at fuch an iniury,not at all! 
Sure hee's.a pigeon, for he haz no gi ‘ 
Flu. Come,come, y’are angry tho you {mother it: 
‘Y’are vext ifaich, -confefle. Cand. Why Gentlemen 
Should you conceit me to be yext or mow d? 


you, I haue your mony; heare, pray know my fhop, pray let 


rx 


THE HONEST-wWHORE, 

He haz my ware, I haue his mony for’s, | 

And that’sno Argument I amanpery: no 

The beft Logitian cannot proue me fo, 

_ Fiz, Oh,but the hatefull name of apeny-worth of lawae’ 

And chen cut out, i'th middle of the peece; : a 

Pah, I gueffe it by my felfe, would mouea lamibe 

Werchea Linnen-draperetwouldifaith, 

_ Can. Well,giue me leauc to 'an{wer you for thats 8 
We're fethecreto pleafeall cuftomers, 

Their humours and their fancies:-offend none: 

We get by many, if we lecfe by one. | 

May behis mind ftood to no more then that, 

A peny-worth ferues him,and ‘mongft trades ‘tis found’ 

Deny a pennorth, it may crofle a pound. ; 

Oh, he that meanes to thriue, with patient eye 

Mutt pleafe the deuill if he come to buy. 

Fix, Q wondrous man, patient ‘boue,wrong or woe, 

How bleft were men, if women could be fo, 

Cand. And to expreffe how well my breaftis plead, 

And fatisfied in all: - George filla beaker. Exit George, 

Tle drinke ynto that Gentleman, who lately ; 7 

Beftowed his mony with me. Wife. Gods my life, 

We fhall haue all our gaines drunk out in beakers, 

To make amends for peny-worths of lawne, . Enter George. 
Can. Here wife,begin youto the Gentleman. - 
Wife. Ibeginnetohim! Cand. George fil’t vp againe: — 

"Twas my fault, my hand fhooke. Exit George. 

Pio. How ftrangely this doth fhow?- 

A patient man link’t witha wafpifh throw, 

Fiz, A filuer and gilt beaker: I haueattick to work vpon 
that beaker, fure twill free him, it cannot choofe but vex him, 
Sig. Caftruchio, in pitty to thee, I hauea-conceit, will faue thy 
_ 1oo duckats yet, ‘twill doo't,and work him to impatience, 

Caft. Sweet Fluello, | {hould be bountifull to that conceite, | 

Flu. Well’tis enough, Enter George. 

Can. Here Gentleman to you, 

I with your.cuftome,y’ase exceeding welcome, 

_ Caft. I pledge you Sig. Candido, -heere you, that muftré« 

ceiuea roo Duccats, C2 Pio. 
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Pior. Tile pledge them deepe yfaith Caftruchio 
Signior Fluello. . ; 
Elz, Come:play’t off: to me, 
Tam your lati man. 
Cand. George lupply the cup, 
Ela. $»,10,g00d boneft George, — 
‘Hecre S'gnior C.ind'do,all this co you. 
Can. O yourmutt pardon me,I vfeit not. 
Fla. Will you not pledge me then? — 
Cand. Yes,out not that: 
Greatloueis fhowne inlictle: . 
Fiz, Bluxt on your fentences, - Sfoote you fhall pledge 
mee all. ' ' 
Cind. Indeed I fhall not. 4 (then, 
Flu. Not pledge mee? -S’blonid, I'le carry away the beaker 
Cand, The beaker!oh'that at your pleafure fir, 
Fla. Now by this drinke] will, . 
Caft. Pledgehim, hee‘ledo'telfe. - 
Flz.So:] ha done you right on my thumb naile, 
What will you pledge me now? * 
Can. You know me fir,I am not of that fin. 
Flu. Why then farewell: - 

Tle beare away this beaker by this light. ° 
Cand. That's as you pleafe, tis very good, 
Fla.:Nay it doth pleafe me, and as you fay, ‘tisa very good 

Fare- well Signior Candido. _* (ones. 
Pio. Fa:ewell Candtdo, ~ ~ | 
Cand, Y’are welcome Gentlemen.. 

Caf. "Heart,notmou'd yet? =, 

{chinke his patience is aboue our wit, (Exeuvt,. 
George Ltold you before Miftrefle,they were all cheaters, 
Wife’ Why foole, why husband, why mad-man, I hope: 

fo. will not-let °emfneake away fo,with a filuer and pile 

eaker, the beft in the houfe too: go fellowes make hue aad: 
ery after them, | Aa 
Cand. Pray let your tonguelie ftill,all will begvell: 

Come hither George, hye to the Conftable, 

- And in calme order with him to attach them, - 
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Make no great ftirre, bcaufe they're Gentlemen, 
~ And athing partly-done in merriment, 

Tis but a fize aboue a ieftthou know’ ft, — 
Therefore purfue it mildely, go be gone, +. (gaine, 
The Conftable’s hard by, bringhimalong, -- make ha@t an 

Wee. O area goodly patient Woodcock, are you not 
now? — , _ (Exit George. , 

See what your patience comes to: ‘enery onefaddles you, and’ 
rides you, you'le bee {hortly the common ftone- horfe of AGi- 
law: a womans well holp’t vp with fuch a meacocke;!J had raz 
ther haue a husband that w ould {wad die me thrice a day,then. 
fuch-a one, that will bee gul’d twice in halfean houre: Oh I 
could burne all the wares in my fhop for anger, : 

Cand. Pray weare a peacefull temper, be my wife, 
Thatis,bepatient:for a wifeandhusband 
Share but one foule betweene them: this being knowne; 
Why fhould not one foule then agree in one? ~~ (Exit, 
Wife Hang your agreements: But if my beaker be gone,-- 
Enter Caftruchio,Fluello,Pioratto,and George, a 
Cand. Oh, heere they come, | > 
’ George The Conftable fyr, let °em come along with mee, ~ 
becaufe there fhould be no wondring: he ftaiés at dore, 
Caft. Conttable goodman Abram. ' - 
Flu. Now Signior Candido, Sbloud why do you attach ¥s? 
Caff, Sheart!attach vst ~~ %, mie 
Cand. Nay fweare not gallants, - «3 
Your oathes may moue yout foules, but not moue mee,. 
You hauea filuer beaker of my wiues. 
Flv. You fay not true:’tis gilt, 
Cand, Then you fay true. 7 
And being gilt, the guilt lyes more on you. 
Caft. Lhope y’are not angry fir. 
Can, Then you hoperight,for Jam not angry. 
Pio. No, but alittle mou d. | 
Cand, Tmou'd! twas you were mou d, you were brought 
Caf?. But you(out of your anger and impatience) (hither, 
Causdvstobeattacht, | : 
Cand, Nay youmilplaceic.. - aa? 
es - Out. 
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Out of my quiet fufferance I didthat, 
And not of any wrathzhad I fhowne anger 
Tfhould haue then purfude you with the law, 
‘And huntedyou.to fhame,as many worldlings 
Do build their anger vpon feebler grounds, 
The more's the pitty; many loofe their liues 
‘For {carce fo much coine as will hide their palme: 
“Which is moft crucll, chofe haue vexed fpirits. 
That purfue liues, in this opinion reft, oi 
_ Theloffe of Millions could not moue roy breft. 
Flu. Thou art a bleft man,and with peace doft deale, 
Such ameck fpirit can bleffe a Common-weale. 
Cand. Gentlemen, now tis vpon cating time, 
Pray part not hence,but dine with me to day. 
Caft. Yneuer hearda carter yet fay nay 
To fuch a motion, Plenot be the firft, 
Pio. Norl. 
Bln. Nor, | A Me. ' 
‘Can. The Conftable fhallbeare you company, 
George call himin, lec the world fay what it can, - 
Nothing can driuemefrom a patientman, Exetnt. 


Enter Roger with a Stoole, cufbin, looking-glaffe and chafing-difh, 
Thofe being fet dove, he puls out of his pocket, a violl with white 
eullor init; and two boxes,one with white,anotherred painting, he 
places all things inorder and acandle by them, finging with the 
exis of old Ballads as he does it. At laft Bellafront ( ashe rubbes 

‘bis cheeke with the cullors \whiftles within, 

Ro. Anonforfooth, — | 

Bell. What are you playing the roague about? . 

Ro. About you forfooth: I’me drawing vpa hole in your 

_ white filke fiocking, 

Bell. Ismy glafle there?and my boxes of complexion? | 
Re. Yesforfooth: your boxes of complexion are heere I 
thinke: yes *tis-here: here’s your two complexions, and if I had 
all the foure complexions, fhould nere fet a good face vpon’t,. 
jome men I fee are borne'vnder hard-fauoured Planets as well 
as women:zounds J looke worfe now then I did ga it 
: makes 
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-makes her face glifter moft damnably there's knauery in days ~ 
bing Ehold my life, or elfe this is onely female Pomatum, 


Enter Bellafronte vot full ready, without a Lowne , fhe fits 
downe,with her bodkin curles her haire, cullers her lips. 

Bell. Where’s my ruffe and poker you block-head? 

Ro, Your ruffe,your pocker,are ingendring together y pon 
the cup-bord of the Court, or the Court-eup-bord, | 

Bell, Fetch’em: Is the poxe in your hammes, you can goe 
no fafter? ; . a 

Ro, Woo'd the pox werein your fingers, ynleffe you could 


leaue flinging; catch. Exit. 
Bell. Vle catch you,you dog by and by:do you grumble? 
Cupid és a God,as naked as my naile, She fings, 


Le whip him witha rod, if hee omy true lone faile, 
Ro, There’s your ruffe, fhall Ipoke it? Hb 
Bell, Yes honett Ro, no ftay:pry thee good boy, hold here, 
Downe downe downe,downe,I fall downe and arife, downe I 
nener fhall arife. - Siew 
Ro. Froth M.then leaue the trade if you fhall neuer rife, . 
Bell, What trade? goodman Abram, 
Ro, Why that,if downe and arife or the falling trade. 
Bell, Ve fall withyou by and by. 
' Ro. If you:do [know who fhall {mart for’t: _ 
Troth Miftreffe, what do I looke like now. | 
Bell, Like as youare: a panderly Sixpenny Rafcall. 
Ro, Imay thanke you for that: infaith I looke like an old 
Prouerbe, Hold the candle before the deuill, is 
Bell, Vas life Ve tick my knife in your guts and you prate 
tomefo: what, She fings. 
Well met,pug,the pearle of beauty: vmb,umb. 
How now fir knane, you forget your duticymhumb, 
Marry muffe Sir,are you grovne fo daintiesfalala,e ce 
Is it you fir, the worft of twentie, fa la,la,leerala, 
Pox on you, how doft thou hold my glaffe, 
- Ro, Why, as ¥ hold your dore:with my fingers, 
_ Bell, Nay pray thee fweete hony.Ro, holdvp handfomely 
Sing prety wanrons vearbleoc. We fhall ha guefts to.day. | 
| — oO yige= 
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Tay my little maiden-head, my nofe itches fo, 
Ro. \faid fo too laft night,when our Fleas twing’d me, 
Bell, So, Poke my tuffe now,my gownc, my gowne, haue 
- —— || I my fall? 
- Where’s my fall Roger? Ouxe knockes. ™ 
Ro. Your fall forfooth is behind, 

Bell. Gods my pittikins, fome foole or other knocks, 

Ro. Shall open to the foole miftrefle? 

Bell. And all thefe bables lying thus? away with it quick- 
ly,J,I,knock and be damn’d, whofocuer you be. So: giue the 
freth Salmon lyne now: let him come a fhoare, hee fhall 
ferue for my breakefaft,tho be go againft my ftomack. 

‘ Roger Feich in Fluello,Cafruchio, ana Pioratt 


0. . 
Flu. Motrow coz. - fe we 
Caft. How does my {weete acquaintance? . 
Pio, Saue thee little Marmofet : how dof thou good 
> pretty roague? it 


Bell. Well, Godamercy good pretty rafcall. 
Flu, Roger fome light I pray thee. 7 | 
Ro. You fhall Sigmor, for wee that liue heere in this vale 
of mifery,areasdarkeashell, 0 * Exit fox a candle. 
Caft. Good Tobacco, Fivellor | 7. 
Flu. Smell? — (Enter Roger. : 
Pio, Icmay betickling geere: for it plaies with my nofe 
Ro. Here’s another light Angell ,Signior, ' (already. 
- Bell. What?yon pyed curtal,what’s that you areneighing. 
‘Ro. \ fay God fend vs the light of heauen , ox fome more 
Angels. = ee ° 
_ Rell: Goe fetch fome wine, and drinke halfe of.it. 


Ro. I mutt fetch fome wine Gentlemen and drinke halfe 
Flu. Here Reger. ._- 


: (of ite 
Caf? Noletmefend prythee. —- 
Flz, Holdyoucanker worme. _ , 

- Ro. You fhall fend both,if you pleafe Signiors, - 
Pio, Stay, what's beft to drink a mornings? (to her. 


Ro, Hypocras fir, for my miftres, if I fetch ir, is moft deere 
Ela. Hypoeras!ther then,her's atefton for you, you fnake. 
Ro. Right fyr,here’s iij,s.vj.d,for a pottle and amanchet.Ex. 


Her’s 
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Caft. Her’s moft-Herculian Tobacco,ha-fome acquaintance? 
- Bell, Fah,not I, makes your breath ftinke, like the piffe of a 
Foxe, Acquaintance, where fupt you laft night? 
. Caff,. Ata place fweete acquaintance’ w nee your, health 
danc’d the Canaries y faith;you fhould ha beenethere,  -¥ 
Bell, I there among your. Punkes, marry fah, hang-em: 
I fcorn’t:will you acuer.leaue fuckin g of BEES in other! Baie 


hennes neafts? ;-: 
Caf; Why in pony sroth, if. you ‘letnuft me acquaintance, 
there was notone hen at the boord,aske Flue, » °° 3 


_ Fla, No faith Coz,none but cocks fignior ALalauélla aidan 
0 sthee,. Bell. O, apure beagle;thathorfe-leach there? ° ‘- 
“Fi4,And the knight, S$. Oliver Lollie {wore he. would beftow 
a.taffata petticoate on thee but to breake his faft with thee. 
_ Bell With me!T le choake hav then shang him Motte catdhens 
it s the dreamingft fnotty- nofesi... 
Pio. Well, many tooke that Lele for’a foole, but hee? $a 
fubtilefoole, Bell... land he haz fellowes: of all filthy dry- 
_ fifted knights,I cannot ‘abide that hethould touch me, 
Caft,, Why wench, is he feabbed?.: « a i 
“= Bell. “Hang him, hec' ‘le not linezorbed fo honeft, nor she 
éredite to haue {cabbes about him, his betters haue’e em: but] 
hate to weare out any.< of his courte: Knight-hood,becaufe he’s 
made like an Aldermans. night-gowne, facd all with conny 
before,and within nothing but Fox: this fweet Ofiner will eat 
- Mutton tilldhee bee ready to burft;.bur the leane iawde-flaue 
willnot pay y for. the {eraping of histrencher.. 20> 

* Pie. Plague him, fet him beneath the fale, and let himr nog 
touch a bit,till eucry. one haz had his full cut:. ' 

Flu,. ‘Lord Ello, the Gentleman-Vther came into vs too, 
marty. ‘twas in.our cheefe; forhe had beene to borrow money 
for his Lord of a Citizen, 

_ Caft. What an, Mics a that Lord; to oborow eal of a- 
Citizen! 
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with a pottle pot, and ftands aloofe off. 
"Matheo. sat you Gallants, fignior Fluello, exceedingly 
well met, asT may fay. ~ ‘ a 
Fiella. Signior Matheo,exceedingly well met too,as I may 
fa | 


"a _And how fares my little pretty Miftreffe? . 
Bell, Ee'ne as my little pretty feruant; {ces three courtdi- 
fhes beforeher, andnot one good bitinthem: how now? 
why the deuill ftand’{t chou fo? Art in a trance? : 
| Ro. Yesforfoeth. © Bell. Why doft not fill out their wine? 

Ro, Forfooth tis fild out already: all the wine that the fig- 
niorshaz beftow’d vpon you is caft away, a Porter rannea 
little at me,and fo fac’d me downe that I had not a drop. 

Bell. Ymeacurft to let fuch a withered Artichocke faced- 
Rafcall grow vnder my nofe: now you looke likean oldhe 
cat, going to the gallowes : Tle bee hang’dif he ha not put vp 
the mony to cony-catch vsall. | - 

_ Ro.’ Notruely forfooth, ’tis not put vp yer. 

Bell, How many Gentlemen haft chou ferued thus? — 

Ro. None but fue hundred, befides prentices and {eruing- 

| Bell, Doft thinke H’e pocket it vp at thy hands? ~ (men, 

- Ro. Yes forfooth, I feare you will pocket it vp. : 
Bell. Fye,fie, cut my lace good feruant, I fhall ha the mo- 
ther prefently, P'me fo vext at this horfe-plumme. Ane 

Fix. Plague, not for afcal'd pottle of wine, rh 

Ma. Nay {weet Bellafronte for alittle pigs-wafh! = | 

Caft. Heere Roger, fetch more, amifchance, Y’faith Ac- 
quaintance, oy bes (aarp ~ 

~ Beil. Out of my fight, thou vngodly puritanical creature, 

Ro, For the tother pottle? yes forfooth, es 

Bell, Spill that too: what Gentleman is that, feruant? your 
Friend? | RAD .2 Ce c 
Ma, Gods foa ftoole,a ftoole,if you loue me miftreffe,en- 
tertaine this Gentleman refpectiuely, and bid him welcome. 
Bell, Hee’s very welcome, pray Sir fir.” 
_ Hip. Thankes Lady. — 
Flu, Count Hypolito, ift not? ery youmercy fignior, you. - 
walke heese-all this while, and we not heard you? let a? be- 
Pe “1 ow 


— 


j 
/ 
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‘ftlowa Noolev on you, befeech you, you are a ftranger heere, 
wre know the fathions ath’ houfe. = 8 rere 
_ Caft, Pleafe you be heere my Lord. Tobacce, 
_ Hp. No good Caffruchia, 
Fiz. You haue abandoned the Court I fee my Lord fince 
the death of your Miftreffe, well fhe was a delicate piece -bes 
-feech you {weete, come let vs ferue vnder the collors of your 
acquaintance ftill:for all that,pleafe you to meete heere acimyy 
lodging of my cuz, I fhall beftow a banquet ypon you. z 
Hipo. I neuer can deferue this kindaefle fir, a 
“What may this Lady be, whom you call cuz? | 

Fla. Faith fir a poore gentlewoman, of paffiing good ca- 
riage, one that hath fome {utes inlaw, and lyes here in an At- 
turnies houfe. 

. Ha, 1s fhe married? 

Fiz. Hah, as'all your puncks are, a Captaines wife, or for 
neuer faw her before, my Lord. . “ 

Hip, Neuer trult mea goaaly creature, 

Fils. By gad when you know her as we do,you'le {wear fhe 
is the prettielt, kindeft,fweetelt,moft bewitching honeft Ape 
ynder the pole,. Askinne, your fatten isnot more foft, nor 

~ lawne whiter. ‘ - 
Hip. Belike then fhee’s fome fale curtizan. i>, 
Flw. Trothas all your beft faces are, a good wench, 
Hip, Great pitty that fhee'sa good wench, 
Ma. Thou fhalt haifaith miftrefle : how now figniors, 
 whae, whifpering? did not Ilay a wager I fhould +i you 
within feuen daiesina houfe of vanity. Noe 
Hip. You did, and I befhrew your heart,you haue wonne, » ) 
Ma, How do you like my mifireffe? . 
@ Hip. Well,for {uch amiftreffe: becter, if your miftreffe be 
not your maifter. C 
I muft breake manners Gentlemen, fare you well, 
Ma, S foore you fhall not leaue vs. 
Bell. The Gentleman likes not the raft of our company, - 
Own, Beleechyouftay. 
Hip. Truk me my affaires becken for me, pardon me, 
Ma, Will youcallforme:halfeanhouse hencehere? 


‘ 
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Hp. Perhaps: 1-fhall; .: 
Ma, Perhaps: fahll cee you can aren to meyou will. ’ 
Hip. Since you willpreffe me.on my word, will... Exit, * 
Bell. What fullen picture is this feruant? Pay 
MMa, Is Count: Reem the braue Court, e 
Pio. As gallant afpirit,as any in Millan you fweete Tew. ~ 
Fiz. Olvhee’s:a moft effentiall Gentleman,coz. 


Caft. Did | ‘you neuer’ ee of. Count Hipalivoes ne 
TaMce? awn rte nach 
Bell. Mary muffea a syoidt Comme wid Be fro more lifein “em. 
Ma. He’s fo malcontent! firra Bellafvontayand you be honeft 


gallants,let’s fup together,and haue the Count with | VS:: thou | 
fhalt fiat the vpper end purick, : 


‘Bell, Punck,you foue'd gurnet. 


Ma, Kings truce 5, come, Tle beftow che fupper to haue 
him but laugh. (lancholy. 
Caft.. Hee betrates his youth too grofly to that haat Mae - 
Maxa., All this is for a woman, ; - 
Bell. A woman! fome:whore! what Gece Tewell if? 7 
»« Pio. Wo'd fhe heard 5 9am Flu. i fo wud I. 

Caf. And by heavens: 3) 3c! 57am 
Bell. Nay good feruant tek ie Ma; Pah, °°: 
Bell. Upry theetell mesa baffle and tellaneé: I-warrant hee’s 

an honeft fellow: if hee take on: ‘Sepp we) a wench: Mead: 
roague who? 3094) bor 
Ma; By thiLotdl will n not, rine not; faith nif £8 a 
al firs?this nightjat 7: aati 1, for there’ s beft wine,and 
Onn,, Its done at TH vantilop. | fete __ (geod boyes 
Bells Teannovbe thereto nighth at, 
Ma, Cannot? by th’ Lord you' thal yee ue 


s Bel. By the Lady Ewill not: halt * wl te, r . 
Fla, Why then es it off cil Exyday-w wut coriie thervouz?>” 
Bell, Well, » me “Byer Roger: 4.0 Wt Hines I 


Ma. Yare cha walpither Ape. Roger,’ put your miftrefle - 
in mind tofup with ven: ‘Friday next yare beft coe'tike 2 
madwoman, without a band, in yout! waftéoat;ahd thelitings ~ 
of your kittle ourwardlike eutiy common hacky’ thaefteales 
af atehieback gawot Her: Fyrec harps swtginge! fy ait, 


te z 
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Bell,Go,go jhang your felfe. Caft. It’s dinner time ALathea 
Omn. Yes, yes, farewell wench, Exeunt, (fhal’s hence? 
Bell, Farewell boyes:Koger what wine fenit.they for? . 
Ro. Battard wine,for if it had bene tively begotten, it wud 
not ha beénea 


4 


_the baftard. a af ST 
Bell. A company of rookes! O good {weet Roger, runne * 

the Poulters,and buy:me fome fine larkes. et ae 
Ro. No woodcocks? _ 


Bell. Yes faith a couple, if they be not deere,: a - 


fham’d to come in,here’s vi,s.to pay for nurfing _ 


Ro. Ve buy but one, there's one already here, __. Exite... 7 


. Enter Hipolito. But Wert 
Hip. 1s the Gentleman (my friend) departed miftreffle?. 
Bell. His back is but new turn'dfir, i ire lel 
Hyp. Fare youwell. Bell. I cand 


iret youtohim, — - 
Hip, Can you? pray. ealivewe Ut oak: -, 
Bell, If you pleafe ftay,heelenotbeabfentlong. , 
Hip. Icarenot much, eames wore sek 
Bell, Pray fitforfooth, . Hip. Pmehor, 9.» 
If I may vfe your roome,T'le rather wake; (.clisus. scan: 
Bell. At your beft pleafure-whew-fome rubbers there, — - 
Hip. Indeed Ye none:-Indeed I will not,thankes. © 
Pretty fine lodging. I perceiué my friend ». at 
Ts old in your acquaintance. Belly Trothfir,he comes, ~ 
As other Gentlemen, tofpend fpare houres; eal’ 
If your felfe like our roofe (flichasitis). 
Your owneacquaintance may beasoldashis. = - 
Hip. Say I did like;what welcome fhonuldI find?. 
Bell, Such as typrefent forties can affoord. _ 
Hip.. But would youlet me play:-Aatheo's part? 
Bell, Whatpart?iwed fo eh 
Hip. Why imbrace you:dally.with you,kiffe: . 
Faith tell me,will you leaue him and lone me? - Ae: 
Bell. Taminbondstono man fit. “Hip. Why then, 
Yare free forany man:ifany,me. (is fri. 4 afl, 
But I mutt tell you Ladyjwere you mine, 
You fhouldbe all mine: Lcould brookeino fharers,,  :.= 
Tthould be couetous andfweepvpallis: casei en 
Doe D 3 _. Shhould 


a 
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{ hould be pleafures viucer: ‘faith I fhould, - 
Bell, O fate! ; 
Hip. Why figh you Lady, may I knowe 
Bell. T’has neuer binmy fortune yetto fingle 
Out that one man,whole louc.could fellow mine, 
As I haue ever wife ic: O my Stars! 
Had I but met with one kind Gentleman, 
That would haue purchas'd fin alone to himfelfe, . 
For his owne priate vie, although fcarfe proper; 
Indifferent hanfome:meetly leg’. and thyed: te 
- And my allowance reafonable -yfaith, © — 
According to my body -by my troth, 
- Y would haue bene as true vnto his pleafures, 
Yea, and as loyall-to his afternoones, . 
As cuerapoore Gentlewoman couldbe, 
_ Hip. This were wellnow to one but newly fledg'd, ; 
And {carce a day old in this fuetle world: | 
*Twere pretty Art, good bird-lime, cunning net: 
But come,come, faith-confefle: howsnany men 
-Haue drunke this felfe-fame proteftation, “ty ug 
From that red ticing lip? - ! a 
Bell. Indeednotany. ~ Ci Very 
Hy. \ndeed:andblufhnotl, 1 
Bell. Nointruth notapy, ~ | 
Hip. Indeed!intruth! -how warily you (weare va 
"Tis wellzif illic be not: yet had I aon" 
The ruffian in me,and were drawnebeforeyou 
Butin light collors, I do know indeed, ’ 
You could not fweare indeed, But thunder oathes 
‘That fhould fhake heauen,drowne the harmonious 
And pierce a foule(that loud her Makers honour) 
With horror and amazement. 
Bell.’ Shall I {weare, 
Will you beleeue me then? 
p. Worftthen of all, - Rec 
Our fins by cuftome,feeme(atlaft)but fmall. 
‘Were I buto’re your threfhold, anext man, 
And after hima next, and thenafourth, 


- 


{pheres, 


bed 


Should 
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- Should haue this golden hook,and lafciuious baite 

_ Throwne cut to the full length, why ler me tell you: 
Tha feene letters fent from that white hand, 

Tuning {uch muficke to Matheos eare. 
Bell, Matheo! that’s true, butbelecue it, I - 

No fooner had laid hold vpon your prefence, 

But ftraight mine eye conueid you to my heart. 

Hip. Ob, you cannot faive with me,why, [know Lady 
This is the common paffion of you all, : 
To hooke in akind Gentleman,and then 
Abufe his coyne,conueying to your louer, 

‘And in the end you fhew him a french trick, 
And fo you leaue him,thata coach may runne 
Betweene his legges for bredth. 
Bell, O! by my foule 
Not I: therein le proue an honeft whore, 
In being true to one,andto no more. 
Hip. If any be difpos'd to truft your oath, 
Let him:T'lenot be hee, know you feine 
Allthat you fpeake,!: for a mingled harlot, 
Is true in nothing but in being falic, «i 
What! fhallI teach you how to loath your felfe. 
And mildly too:not without fenfe or reafon. heer tt 

Bell, Lam-content,I would faine loath my felfe 

If you not loueme. » a 


_-Hip. Then if your gratious bloud be not all wafted, . 


“Jfhallaffay to dot, : | 
Lend me your filence,and attention, -You haue no foule, 


That makes you wey fo light: heauens treafure bought its 
And halfe a crowne hath fold it: -for your body 

Islike the Common-fhore, that ftill reeeiues 

All the Townes filth. Thefin of many men 

Is within you, and thus much I fuppofe, 

That if all committers ftood in ranke, 
They'd make a lane, (in which your fhame might dwell) 
And-with their fpaces reach from hence tohell. : 
Nay, fhallJ yrge itmore, there hasbeneknown¢ tt i 

a) aot s 


a 
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As many by one harlot,maym’d and difmembred, 


As would ha ftuft an Hofpitall: this I might 


Apply to you,aud perhaps do yourights.. 

O y are as bafe as any beaft that beares, 2 © 

Your body is ee’ne’ hir'd, and{oare theirs, ._- 

For gold and {parkling iewels, (if he can) : 

You lelet a lew get you with Chriftian: 

Be he 2 Moore, a Tartar, tho his face 

Looke vglier then a dead mans skulls: 

Could the deuill put on a humane fhape, 

If his purfe {hake out crownes,vp theahe gets, — 

Whores will be rid to hell with golden bits... 

So that y are crueller then Turkes, for they 

Sell Chriftiaus onely,you fell your felues away, ry 

Why thofe that loue you, hate you: and will terme. you . 

Lickerifh damnation:wifhthemfelues halfefunke: ~~ 

After the fin is laid out,andee’necurfe. - 

Their fruitlefle riot (for what one begets. . 

Another poifons) luftand:murderbit,! 25, 94 yan 

A ttee being often fhook,what fruit: can knic? » 
Bell, Omevnhappy!  . tec a) tug oe! 


Rewer, 


Fee PY 
a ire J 


~—-Hip. 1 canvex you mote; 


A harlot is like Dankirke, true to none, sea wees 
Swallows both Englifh; Spanith,fulfomie Dutch, <> 
Black-doord Italian, laft of all the French, ---. 


Andhedticks to you’faith: giucs you your diet, 


Brings you acquainted, firft with monfier Doétor. 21) At 
And then you know what followes. »> 95: / ar. + 


Bell: "Mifery.. ' » 


Ranke, ftinking, and moft loathfome mifery.. 


al 


Hip.Me thinks toad is happier then a whore, 


~~ That with on poy fon-fwels,with thoufands more 


The other ftocks her veines: harlot: fie,fie; 
You are the miferableft creatures breathing, . 
The very flaues of nature: marke meielfe, -_.. 
You put on rich attires,others eyes weare them, 
You eate, but to fupple yourbloud with fin:: 
And chis ftrange curfe ce’ne haunts you to your graues. : 
: > rom 
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Fram fooles you get,and fpend i it Vpon flaues: 
Like Beares and Apes,y’are bayted & fhew tricks 
For mony;Dut your Bawd the fweetneffe licks, 
Indeed you are'their Journey-women,and do 
All bafe and damn’d workes they lift fee you to: 
So that you neve are rich; for do but thew me, 
In prefent memory, Orin ages pait, - 
The faireft and moft famous Courtezan, - 
Whole flefh was deer'ft;thatrais’d the price sae fin 
And held it vp;to whofe internperare bofome, 
Princes,Earles, Lords, the wort has bina Knight, 
The mean {ta Gentleman, haue’offred Vp 
Whole Hecatombs of Giobs, sand rain’d in fhowres 
Handfuls of f gold, yet for all ‘this, atlaft 
Difeafes fuckt her marrow; then’ oxew for poore, 
That fhe has bée'd ee'ne ata ‘beggars doore,” 
And(wherit heaw’ nihas-a finger)when this Idol, 
From coaft to coaft,has Jeapt ¢ onforrainefhores, 
And had more worfhip , then the outkandifh’ Whores 
When feuerall’ Nations haue ‘sone ouer her, 
When for each:feuerall Gitte Fiche feene:” 
Her Maydenhead has eee new, and bene fold Wate ) 
Did liue well there,anc dthight haue- dy’ vaknowne, 
And yndefam d; back comes:the to her OWnE, © 
And there both miferably hiiiés and dies, « 
Scorn’d cuen of thofe that once ador'd het eyes,” 
As if her fatall-circled life, thus rane," 
Her pride fhould end there; where i it firft begdhtie, 
- What do you weep to’ ‘heare'y your Story read? 
Nay, if you fpeyle your chéeks: slle read no more. 
Bell, O yes; I pray proeced: | | 
Indeed ‘twill do mie good to Weepe sade” 
“Hip. To giue thofe tearés atellifh, thisT sate. “y 
Y’are like the lewes sfcatter “aif'no place'e certamne,. 
Your daies are tedioits,9 your Heures burdeifeiies” _— 
And wer tnot for full tpg : er; thidnig she, Reaiels, : 
m 
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Andon your eyerlids hang fo heauily, = 
They haueno power to looke fo high as. heauen, 
Yourde fit and mufe on nothing but defpaire, 
Curfe that deuill Luf,that fo pmeatog vp your bloud;, 
And if ten thoufand fhiuers breake your glaffe 
For his temptation. Say you tafte delight, 
To hauea golden Gull from Rize to Set, 
To meate you in his hote luxurious armes, 
Yet your ni ights pay forall: [know you dvearmet 
Of Warrants, Whips, and Beadles, and then ftart- . 
Ata dores windy creake : thinke euery Weezle: 
To be aConftable, and euety Rat. Mrs s 
A long taild Officer: Areyoutiotflaues? © 
Oh you haue damnation without'pleafure forie!’ 
Such is the flate of Harlots: To conclude, ; 
When you are old, and.can well paint.no more, 
You turne Bawd. ‘and are then worfethen befores: 7 
Make vie of this farewell. oe a hae Tt. 

Bell. Oh, Ipray:fays frp tye oe 

Hip. See Matheo comes. not? t time Lath bat? ‘d mes 


Would all the Harlots in the Fownehad heard'tne, Exite 


ef! 


Bell.. Stay:yeta Tittle longer, noi quite gone! - - 
Curft be that minute (for it wasno.more, a4 

So fooreamaid.i 1s chang’d i into-a whore).- me abyres 
Wherein I firtt fell, be it for cuersddlacke.,. od ois Ay€ 
Yet why fhould fweet Hipolite fhun mine Sys F 
For whofe true loue I would become ‘pure-hoiteAj2 

Hate the worlds mixtures, and. the. files of gold?) «i):; 
AmYnotfaire: why. fhould he. flye. meithen?__- ney ” , 
Faire creatures are defir'd, notfcorn’ d of.men,.- 


How many  Gallants haue drunk healthes, to ime, ie _* 


ut of their dagger-d: armes, and, thought thers Be bee 
Enioying butiming,eyes at prodigal. feafts), “fo of oN 
And does Hipoli iLO, deteft my loue?,., et, it <9 
Oh, fure their heedleffe fufts bur flactred me,, Wu 
Tam not pleating, beautifull nor yong. 30 


HF polito bark {pyed {ome vgly! ‘Blemifh,, iim 
Eclipfi ng-all my, peauaeaed amfule ey up 


ved 


uA . ide” Harlot. 
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Harlot! I,that’s the fpot thattaints my foule: _ 
What! has he left his weapon here behind him, 
And gone forgetfull? O fit inftrument 
To let forth all the poyfon of my fleth! 
Thy M. hates me, caufe my bloud hath ran g’ds i 
But when ‘tis forth, then hee’le beleeue I’me chang’d, 
Hip. Mad woman, what art doing? Enter Hip. 
Bell. Either loue me, ie 
Or {plit my heart vpon thy Rapiers points 
Yerdo not neither; for thou then deftroy’tt 
That which I loue thee for (thy! vertues )heere,heese, 
Thart crueller,and kil { me with difdaine: 


To die fo, fheds rio bloud, yet’tis worfe'paine, = Exit, 

Not {peake to me! not bid farewell! a {corne! Hiei. 

Hated! this muft not be, fome meanes Ile try. - 

Would all Whores were ashoneftnow,asI.-:- © Exxeunz. 
SCENA 7, ay 


Enter Candidojis wife,G corge, and two Prentices in the 
fhop:Fuftigo enters walking by. - ! 
Geor. See Gentlemen, what you lack? a fine Holland,a fine 
Cambrick,fee what youbuy. (you lack? 
7. Pres, Helland for fhirts, Cambrick forbands, what it 
| Faft. Stoot,} lack “em all, nay more, I lacke money to buy 
"em: lec mee fee,let me looke againe: maffe this is the fhoppe; 
What Coz! {weet Coz! how doft faith, fince laft night after 
candlelight? we had good {port i faith had we not?and when 
fhal’s laugh agen? - eae’. ey ee 
- Wife. When you will, Cozen. (husband, 
Fufft. Spoke like akind Lacedemonian: I fee yonders thy 
Wife. I,there’s the fweet youth, Godbleflehim,’ 
Fuft. And how ift Cozen,and how,how ift thou fquall? 
Wife. Well,Cozen,how fareyou? —- Tar 
Fuff. How fare I?troth, for fixpence a meale, wench, as wel 
as heart can wifh, with Calues Chaldrons, and Chitterlings, 


- befides,I haue a Punck after fupper,as good asa rofted Apple. 


Cand. Are you my wiues Cozen? 
Faft, Lar fir, what haft thou to do with that? 
Cand. Oynothingbuty'are welcome,” 

E-2 Eafe. 
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Fut. The Deuils dung i in thy teech:- Ile be welcome whed 
ther thou wilt or no, 1: W Jab ring: s- this Coz?rery pretty and. 
“ee ea i faith, ler’s fee it, ry | 

Wzfe. Pah! nay you wreaeh my a thy 

Fut. Vhatworne Tle ha’t, aad I hope. you will not let my 
othes be crackin the ring, 1 will you? Lhope, fir, youate neg 
malicolly ar this for all your:great lookes: are yow angry? 

Cand. Angry?not I fir, nay if the can part {5 
So eafily with her ring, ‘ts with my heart, — - 

Geor, Suffer this, far, and fiaffer all; a wherefon Gull, tO--< 

Cand, Peace George,when fhehas reapr wehap I baue fowne, 
She'le fay, one graine.taftes betrer of-her one, 

Then whole fheaues gather d from anothers rms : 
Wit's. neuer good; till Tboughe: at adecre hand, - (body. 
corge. Batinthe meane -time-fhe makes an Affe of. fome= 


2.Pren. See, fee, fee, fir, as. max turne your back, they de 
nothing but tei (fe: 


Cand: No matter,let IE x Itouch her lip, “ 
¥ (hall not feele his hiffes; no nor ran 
Any of her lips no harme | inkifling igg-- 02072) 
Looke to your bufineffe ,pray,make vp your wares. 
Enft. Froth Coz;and weil remembred,I would thou would 
giue me fiue yards of Lawne; tomake my Punck fome falling 
-bandsa the fafhion, three falling one vpoa another: for that’s 
the new edition now: {lre’s out Of linnen horribly too, troth,- 
fhe’as never.a good: finock- to her back neicher, but one shoe 
haz a great many patches in't,and that Pme faime to weare my: 
felfe for-want of fhift roo: prythee pur mee into wholefome 
napery,and beltow fome cleane commodities vypon vs... - > 
Wife. Reach methofeGambricks, and che Lawnes hither, , 
Can, What to:do wife. solauith: out my goodsivpon a foole? 
Fisff. Foole! Sneates eatethe foole, or Fle fobatter your 
crowne, thar it ffiall{carce go for fiue fhillings. - 
2:Prem:Do-you hearelirs y’ reer’ bce aes, and lay: a, 
fosletels youfo, >) ree 
Fuf, Nailes, 1 think (o for ine elf me.: 
Cand. Areyowangry’ fi irybecaufe I riam’d, ht fot 0 


Trufime » youare notwite, i ‘ih mine owne houbtd:. e. 


be tee 
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And to my facetoplay. the Antickthus:. «| 
If you'le needs play the inadman, choofe a Rage. 
Of leffer compaffe, where few € eyes may note. 
Your actions errour; but.if-ftill you miffe, 


As here-you do,for one clap,ten will hiffe. ow 
; aie LW ounds Cozen,tie talkes to, BnAi if I were afeur- 


cudgell ate Gull out of his coxcombe. e-wre ~ eh 
ra Doo't:a: vay,doo ——e 
Wife: Matt I call twice for thefe eainbetalea nhs laywnes?, 
Cand. Nay fee, you anger her, George prythee difpatch, | 
- 9.Pren.Two Ns the choicelt peeces fab i in ihe warehoufe; fir, 
Cand. Go fetch them: prefently. . ns Bait Prentice, 
, Ff. 1, doymake hafte,firra, ..- 
Cand. Why were you finch a ranger al Ichis while, Being 
my witlescozen? 
Fuft. Stranger?no fir.Tmea a naturall Milaner borne. _ 
Can. I perceiure ftill.it is.your naturall guife to,miflakeme, 
but you are welcome fir, Imuch with: you acquaintance, : 
Fuf?. My acquaintance? Licornethati'faith; I hope my ac- 
quaintance goes in chaines of gold three and fifty times dou- 
ble: you know who I ae Coz, the pofts of his gate area 
painting too, Enter the 2. Prentice: 
2.Pren., Signior Pandolfo A Viarobaur, defires conference 
with you. - Caz. Signior Pandolfo? V\e be withhim ftraight, 
Attend your miftris andthe Gentleman, Exit. 
W7fé When do you fhew thofe pieces? ~~ 
. Faft. Y,whendo you fhew thofe peeces? 
Omn, Prefently fir, prefently, wee are but charging ne 
Fuj?. Come firra:you Flat-cap, where be thefe whites? 
Geor. Flat cap: hearkin your earefir; y area flat foole, an 


Af Gull,and-Vle thrum pow doyou fe> this cambrick 2 
E 3 -s 


ld 
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Fuft. S'foot Coz, a good ieft, did you heare him? hetold 
meinmyeare, Iwasa flat Foole, an Affe » aGull, and Tle 
thrumb you : do you fee this Cambrick fir 

Wife. What, not my men,J hope? _ 

Fujf. No, not your men,but one of your men ifaith, _ 

1.Pr. Ipray fir,come hither, what fay you to this: heere an 
excellent good one, ‘a (yards, 

Fuft. I marry, this likes me well, cut me off fome halfe{core 

2.Pren. Let your whores cut,y’are an impudent Coxcomb, 
you get none, and yet Tle thrumbyou, - A very good Cam. 

rick fir, | 


_ Buf. Agen,agen,as Godiudge me:S$'foot, Coz,they ftand | 


thrumming here with me all day, and yet I get nothing, 
1.Pren. A word I pray fir,you mutt not be angry, Prentices 
haue hot blouds, yong fellowes,-What fay you to this peece: 
Lookeyou, ‘tis fo foft, fo delicate, fe cuen ,f0 fine a thrid, that 
- a Lady may weare it. : ! 
_ Faft, Sfoot I chink fo, if a Knight marry my punck, a Lady 
fhhall weare it:cut me off 20 yards:ch’artan honeftlad, 
1.Pren, Not without mony, gull, ‘and [le chrum YOUtOO. 
. Onn, Gull,weelethrumyou, 5 
Fujt. O Lord, fifter,did not you heare fomething cry thrum? 
zounds your men here makea plaine Affe of me, Pe 
- Wife, What,to my face fo impudent? | 
~ Geor. I,ina caufe fo honeft, wee'le not fuffer 
Our Maifters goods to vanith mony- leffe, 
~ Wife. You'le notfufferthem, = 
2.Pren, No,and you may bluth, 
In going abouttoyexfo mildeabreat, Ss. 
Asis our Maifters, Wife. Take away thofe peeces, 
Cozen,I giue them freely. je 
- Fuf, Mafle, and Vletake ‘emas freely, ; 
-Omn. Weele make you lay em downe againe more freely, 
— Wefe.Help, help my brother will be ited Enter Can, 
- Can, How now,what coyleis here? forbeare, I iy.» 
Geor. He cal’s vs Flarcaps,and abufes ys. tz 
© Card. Why firs: do fich‘examples flow from me? 
Wye. They are of your keeping fir,alas poore brother. ‘ 
= ™ i: Fuft. 


\ 
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. Fuft. J faith they ha pepperd me,fifter:looke,d oft not {pine 
call you thefe Prentices? Tlenere play at cards more when: 
clubs is trump: I haue a goodly coxcomb, fifter, have Inot? 
Cand. Sifter and brother, brother to my wife, . 
Fuft. If you haue any skill in Heraldry, you may foone 
know that,break buther pate,and you fhall fee her bloud and- 
mineisallonc, i ‘ 
Cand. A Surgeon, tun,a Surgeon: Why then wore you that- 
forged name of Cozen? ~ 


Fuft.. Becaufe it’s a common thing to call Coz, and mingle 


now adaies all the world ouer. 

Cand.. Cozen! An name of much deceite,folly,and fin, 
For vnder thatcommonabufed word, 9.5 
Many an honeft tempred Citizen : 

Ismade a monfter, and his wifetrain'd out. .¢ 
To foule adulterous action, full of fraud. va 


——~-I may well call that word, A Cities Bawd. 


ee 


RY 


* Fuft. Sfoot,my witbleeds for't,me thinkes, _. 


Faf?. Troth brother, my -fifter would needs hame take, , 


vpon meto gull your patience a little: but it haz made double- 
Gulles on my coxcomb. . .. | _ 


Ca < “= 


Wife. What,playing th woman’blabbing now you foole. 


, 


Cand. O my wife did but exercife aieft ypon your wit, a 


Cand. Then: letthis warning more of fence afford... 
The name of cozen is a bloudy word. Ppp ek ae 


@ 


Foft. Vile nere‘call Cozagaine whilf live, to haue fucha. 


coyleabout it: this fhould be.a Coronation day; for my head. 
tunnes Claretluftily, . . Exit. | EnteranOfficer. (~~ 
Cand. Gowith the Surgeontohauegreatrefpedt, 


How now,my friend, what,do they fit to day? 


Off. Yes fir,chey expect you at the Senate-houfe, 

‘CanJ thank your paines, Vlenot belaftmanthere, Exit. 
My gowne,George,g0, my gowne, Ahappyland, — Off... 
Where grauemen meet each caufetovnderRand, 
Whole confciences are not cutoutin bribes, © = 
To gull the pooremansright:but in euen feales,. 

Peize rich and poore, without corruptions veyles, . 
Come,where’s the gowne? Geor., I cannot. find the key firs. , 
Cand, Requeftit of yourMiftrefle. © = 


1 


THE HONEST WHORE, 


‘Wipe. Come not to me for any key. oo 
Tle not betioubled to deljuer it, . 
- Cahil’” Good wife, kind wife, it isa + nee trouble, 
but for my ¢ oowne, | 
Wife. Moths {wallow S5dhe’, your gowne:. 
You fet my teeth an edge with talking on t. 
’ Cand, Nay prythee, {weet,I cannot miect without i it, 
[fhouldhaue a great fine fetonmy head, © | 
Wife. Set on your coxcomb: tufh,fine meno rte i 
- €an, Belecueme({weet) none'greets the Stnate-houfe, 
Without his robe of reuerence; that shis Gowne,'~'” ~ 
Wife. Well, ther y’are like to ctoffe that cuftorne once, oe 
You get nor key,nor g gowne, andfo'depart: © °2":° a | 
This trick will vex him fure, aid fret his heart. - ‘ Exh, 
Cand, Sta ',let me fee, I mutt ‘have fome sel: 
My cloke’s tow fhort: fy fy, no cloké will do’e:’*-: es | 
It muft be fomething fafhioned likea sowite, ura . 
With my armes’ out: oh, George,come! hither Geére er oe : 
Iprythee lend methine aduice.™"" "(oper cheft, 
Geor. Troth fir, wereit any but you, they- weal breake 
“Can. Ono, break open cheft! that’s'a ede office: : 
Therein you Coitnfell ime againtt 1 my blowd: ': , 
°T would thew impatiencethat,any mecke eines. > Sy 
ITworld be glad to embrace, Maffe T haue gotics. | ag 
Go, 'itep vp, fetch me downe one of the Carpets,“ > he 
The faddeft colour’d Carpet, hone George, °°" eS 
Cut ‘thou a hole ? th'middle forts my Heckel”) poe st sec Ceaty 
Two for mine arthes, nay pryehee looke not Grange. ath, 
George. T hope you doviot thipke fir,as youmeane, 
Cand Prythee about it’ ‘quickty,the: houte chides pies, eee 
Waly Geohy ORY, take heed of ee Exit, George 
Our of two euils hee’s accounted’ Cee ee 
That can pick.oit the leaft; the Pine 1 impos a Ae ie 
Foran va-gowned § Senator ig ‘WBdutt ” 67: Se Ue ee | 
Forty cruzadoes, the Carpet | hor Boue foutt: iba 
Thus haue I cho tei the leffér ¢; ill y ee a - 
Preferud my patience, foy!’d Wer Se Tt! leaded 
 Geor. Here, fir shere’s 3 thie Car, pcts ~ “Hine, Corte f 
Cand. 
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€and. O well done, Gsorge,wee'le cut it inft i’th’ midf: 
“Tis very well I thanke thee, help it on, (ticoat, 
Geor, It muft come ouer your head, fir, like a wenches pe- 
Cand. Th’art in the right, good George,it muft indeed. 
Fetch me 2 night-cap:for le gird it clofe, 
Asif my health were queazy: ‘twill fhow well 
Fora rude carelefle night-gowne, wil’t not think Q? 
Geor. Indifferent well, fir,for a night-gowne,being girtand - 
Cand. J,andanight-caponmyhead. = (pleated, 
Ge.That’s true fir, Ple run and fetch one,and a ftaffe, Ex.Ge. 
Can, For thus they cannot chufe but confter it,’ 
One that is out of health, takes no delight, 
Weares his apparell without appetite, 
And puts on heedleffe raiment withoutforme. | Evter Geo. 
$0,fo,kind George,be fecret now : and prithee do not laugh at 
~ me till ’me out of fight. Geo. I laugh?not ] fir, 
Cand. Now to the Senate-houfe: 
Methinkes,I'de rather weare without a frowne, 
A patient Carpet, thenanangryGowne, © | Exit, 
Geo. Now looks my M..iuft like one of our carpet knights, 
onely hee’s fomewhat thehonefterof thetwo. Enter Can- 
_ Wee. What,is your Maifter gone? —- _— Aides wife, ' 
Geo. Yes forfooth,his back is but new turn’d, | 
Wee. Andin’s cloake, did he not vex and {weare?: 
Geor. No,buthee’lemake you fweare anon: no indeed, he 
wentawaylikeaLambe. | | 
Wife. Key finke to hell: fill patient,patient ftill! 
{am with child to vex him:prythee George, 
If ere thou look’ft for fauour at my ited 
Vphold oneieftforme. Geo: Againftmymaifte?  -  _ 
Wi. Tis ameercieft: fay wilt thou doo't? Ge.Well,what ift? 
‘Wife.Here,take this key,thou know’ ft.where all chings lie, 
Puton thy Maifters beft apparell,Gowne, 
Chaine,Cap,Ruffe,euery thing, be like himfelfe, 
_ And *gainft his comming home, walke in the fhop, 
| Fayne the fame carriage, and his patient looke, 
"Twill breed but a ief thou know’ ft,{peake, wilt thou? 
Geer. 'Twill wrong my maifters patience, 
F : 


he 


) 


Wife 
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Wife. Prythee George. . Geor. Well, if you'le fauemeé 
harmieffe, and putmee vnder couert barne, Iam contentto 
pleafe you,prouided itmay breed nowrong againft him, 

Wfe. No wrong at all:heere take the Key be gone: 
If any vex him, this: if not this, none, Exeunt, 

/ SCENA, 8. 

; Enter a Bawd, and Roger. ‘ 

Bawd. O Roger,Roger, where's your miftres, where’s your 
miftris; there’s the fineft neateft Gentleman at my houfe but 
newly come ouer: Oh where is fhe,where is fhe, where is fhe? 

Rog. My miftris is abroad, but not among{t’em:my miftris 
is not the whore now that you take her for. - 

Baw. How, is fhe nota whore? do you go about totake 
away her good.name, Roger? you are a fine Pandar indeed. 

Ro.\ tell you, Madona Finger-locke,J am not fad for nothing, 
Tha not eaten one good meale this three and thirty daies : 1. 
had wont to get 'fixteene pence by fetching a pottle of Hypo= 


_¢ras: but now thofe daies are paft.. We had as good doings, ~ 
Madona nga fhe within dores and I without, as any: ° 


poore yong couple in Millan. 4 
* Baw. Gods my life,and is fhe chang’dnow? - 


Rog. Tha loft by her {quemifhneffe, more then would hane- 
~ Builded twelue- bawdy houfes, — | re 

Baw. Andhad fheno time toturne honeft but now?whata 
vile woman is this?twenty. pounda night,] le be fworne, Rog. 
in good gold and no filuer:why here was a time, if fie fhould 


ha pickt outatime, ircouldnot be better! goldenoughftirs 
ring; choice of men,choice of haire, choice of beards, choice © 
of legs,and choice of euery,euery,cuery thing: it cannot fink | 


into my head; that.the fhould be fuuch. an Affe, Roger, Ineuer 
beleeucic. : 

Rog. Here fhecomes now. ’ Enter Bellafronte. 

Baw. O {weet Adadona, on with yourloofe gowne, your 
felt and your fether, there’s the fweeteft, propreft, gallanteft 
Gentleman at my:houfe, hee fmels‘all of Muske and Amber 
greece, his pocket full of crownes, flame-coloured doublet, 
red: fatimhofe, Carnation filkeftockings, andalegse anda 
body, oh! Beg te ae Y ca al : 
, Belt... 
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~»~Bell. Hence, thou our fexes montter, poyfonous Bawd, . 


Lufts Factor, and damnations Orator, 
Goffip of hell: were all Harlots finnes | 
Which the whole world containes, numbred together, . ~ 
Thine farre exceeds them all : of all the creatures * 
That ever were created, thou art bafeft, 
What ferpent would beguile thee of thy office? 
Itis deteftable: for thou liu’ , 
Vpon the dregs of, Harlots, guard’ft the dore, 
Whilft couples go to dauncing: O courfe deuill! 
Thou art the baftards curfe, thou brandft his birth, 
The lechers French difeafe; for thou dry-fuckit him: 
The Harlots poyfon,andthineowneconfufion, == 
Baw. Mary come vp witha pox, haue you no body to raile 
again{t, but your Bawd now? ~~ rr 
Bell, And you,knaue Pandar, kinfman toa Bawd, 
Rog.. Youand I Afadona, are Cozens, | 
Bell. Of the fame bloud and meking, neere allyed, 
Thou, that flaue to fix-pence, bafe-mettal’d villaine. ~~ 
Rog. Sixpence? nay that’snot fo; I never took ynder two 
chillingsfoure-pence, I hope I know my fee, __ 

__ Bell. know not again{t which moft to inueigh: 
- For both of you are damn‘d fo capil 
Thou neuer {par ft for oathes, fwear ft any thing, 

_Asifchy foule were made of fhoe-leather, 
God dam me, Gentlemen, if foe bewithin, — 
When inthe nextroome fhe’s found dallying. | 

Rog. If it be my vocation to fweare, exery man in his vos - 
cation: J hope my betters {wear and dam themfeltes and why — 


fhouldnot 1? Bell, Roger, youcheatekind Gentlemen, - 


Rog. The mere guls they. : & 
Bol Slaue, I vere fee, 
__ Baw. And you do cafheere him, he fhall be entertain’d, 
Rog. Shal I? then blurt a your feruice, 
Bell. As hell would haue it, entertain’d by you! 
I dare the deuill himfelfe to match thofe two. Ext? 
Baw. Mary gup, are you growne fo holy, fo pure, fo hone 
with a pox? ~ Write Ae * 
Fa «Rog. 
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Rog. Seutuy honeft Punck! but ftay Afadona,how muft out 
agreement bee now ? foryou know I amto haue all the come 
mings in at the hall dore,and you at the chamber dore, 

Ba, True Rog.except my vailes. Rog. Vailes, what vailes? 

Ba. Why as thus, if acouple come in a Coach, and light to 
lie downc alittle,then Roger that’s my fee, and you may walke 
abroad; for the Coach-man himfelfe is their Pandar. 

Ro. Isa fo? intruth I haue almoft forgot, for want of exer= 
cife:: But how if I fetch this Citizens wife to that Gull, and 
that Afadona to that Gallant how then? 

Ba, Why then, Roger, you are to haue fixpence alane, fo 
many lanes, fo many fixe-pences, : 

Ro. Ift forthen I feewe two fhall agree and liue together, 

Ba. 1 Roger, folong as there be any Tauernes and bawdy 
houfes in Millain, are 4 Exeunt. 

SCENA 9. 


Enter Bellafrontewith 4 Lute, pen, inke, and paper 
being placed before ber. 3 Js. 
Pre! Song. 
» "ES Covrtiers flattering Iewels, 
, (Temptations onely fuels) 
' The Lawyers ill-got monies, 
That fuckup poore Bees Honyes: - 
The Citizeus found sryot, 
The gallant coftlp dyet: 
Silks and Velucts,Pearles,and Ambers, . 
Shall net drave me to their Chambers. Shee 
Silks and Meluews, et, - writes. 
Oh, tis in vane to writesit wall not pleafe, 
Inke on this paper would ha butprefenred. 
The foule black fpots that ftick vpon«ny foule, 
And rather make me loathfomer, then wrorghit 
My loues impreffion in Efipolitaes thought, 
No, I muft turnethe chafteleaues of my breft, - 
And pick out fome fweet means to breed my'reft. 
Hipolito, belecue me E willbe, - 
As true vnto thy heart,as thy heart 


tothee, | 
And 
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And hate all men, their gifts and company. | 
»? Enter Matheo, Caftruchio, Fluello, Pievatto. | 
Mat, You, goody Puncke, fubardi Cockattice, O yare a 
{weete whore of your promife, are you not thinké you? how 
well you came to fupper to vs laft night : mew, a Whoore and 
breake her word! nay you may blufh, and hold downe your 
head at it-well enough: Sfoot, aske thefe Gallants if we ftaid 
not till we were as hungry as Sergeants. } 

Fix. 1, and their Yeomen too. | 
 Caftr. Nay faith Acquaintance , let metell you, you forsat 
our felfe too much : we hadexcellent cheare, rare Vintage, 

and were drunkeafter fupper. - — 


Pior, And when wee were itr our Woodcockes ({weete 
Rogue) a brace of Gulles, dwelling heerein the Citty, came 
in, and paidall the fot. AZst. Pox on her,let her alone. 

Bell, ©, 1 pray doe,ifyou be Gentlemen: 

Ipray departthehoufe; befhrewthedoore 

For being fo eafily intreated ; faith . 

Elent but little care vito your talke, 

My minde was bufied otherwife introth, 

Andfo your words did vnrégarded paffles, 

Let this fuffice, lamnotasIwas.) 

Flu,~Yam not what ¥ was! no Ple be fworné chow art nor: 
for thou wert honeft at fiue, and now th’art a. Puncke at fif- 
reene : thou wert yefterday a fimple whore, and How th’art a 
cunning Conny-catching baggage to day, pone 

Bell, Fle fay Ime worfe, I pray forfake me then, 
I doe defire youleaue me, Gentlemen, ah 
And keaue your felues : O be not what you are, 
(Spend-thrifts of foule and body) . 
Let me perfwade youto forfake all Harlots, 
Worfe then the deadhieft poyfons, they are worfe': 
For ore their foules hangs atreternall eurfe, — 

In being flaues to flaues, their labours perifh, 
Th are feldome bleft with fruit; for ere it bloffoms,,. 
Many a worme corifounds it, ; 
They haue no iffue but foule vgly ones, ~ 
That run along withthem, ene totheir graves : 
: | F 3 : For 
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For ftead of children, they breedranke difeafes, 4” 
And all you Gallants can beftow on them, 
Isthat French Infant,which ne’r acts, but {peakes : 
What fhallow fonne and heire then, foolith gallane, 
Would wafte all his inheritance,to purchafe yh 
A filthy loath’ddifeafe? and/pawne his body im 3 
To adry euill: that viurie’s worft ofall, 
When th Intereft will cate out the Principall. | . 
Mat, Sfoot,fhe gulles em the beft: this is alwayes her fa- 
fhion,when fhe would be rid of any company that fhee cares 
notfor,toenioy minealone, — 
Flu, Whats heere, Inftructions, Admonitions, and Caue- 
ats? Come out you fcabbard of Vengeance. aoe 
Mat, Fluello,{purne your hounds when they foifte,you fhalJ 
not {pure my Puncke, I can tell you my bloud is vext, 
Fiz, Poxayourbloud: makeis aquarrell, ; 
Mat. Yareaflaue, will that ferue turne? 
Omnes Sblioiid, hold, hold. 
Caft. Mathao, Fluello, for fhame put vp. 4 
Bell, © how many thus mou’'d with follie,haue let out their 
foules in brothell houfes, fell downe and died iuft at. theiz har- 
lots foote, as twere in pride, - ' ‘i 
Flu. Matheo, we {hall meet. . 
Mat. 3,l,any where,fauing at Church: 
Pray take heede we mect not there, 
Flu. Adue Damnation, 
Caftr. Cockatrice, farewell. | 
Pia. There’s more deceit in women,then in hell, Evewwe. - 
Mat. Ha, ha, thou doeft gull em forarely,fo naturally : iff 
did not thinke thou hadft beene in earneft-: thou arta {weete 
Rogue for't yfaith. 


Bell, Why.are not you.gone too, fienior Adatheo? 
T pray depart my houfe: you may beleeue me, | 
-Jatroth Ihaueno part ofharlotinme, © 
Mat. How is this? 
Bell, Indeede Iloue you not : but hate you worfe 
~ ‘Then any man,becaufe you were the firtt Tp | 
Gaucmony for my foule : youbrake the Ice, 4 
eae aS a Which 
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Which after turnda puddle: I was led 
By your temptation to be miferable: ‘ 
Tpray feeke out fome other that will fall, 
Orrather,Iprayfeekeoutnoneatall, = 
Mat. \s't poffible to be impoffible!- an honeft whoore ! J 
haue heard many hone& Wenches turne Strumpets with a 
wet finger, but fora Harlot to turne honeft, is one of Hercules 
Labours. It was more eafie for him in one night to make fif. | 
ty queanes, thento make one ofthem honeff againe in fiftie _ - 
eares: 
iSemac, Ehope thou doft but jeft. 
Bell, Tis time to leaue off jetting, . 
Thadalmoft jefted away my faluation : - 
J thall loue you, if you will foone forfake me. 
Mat. God bwith thee. | 
Bell, O,xtempt no more women : - 
Shunne their weighty curfe, - 
Women (at beft) are bad, make em not worfe: 
You gladly feeke ourSexesouerthrow: . ° 
But not to raife our States ll your wrongs: 
Will you vouchfafemee but due recompence, 
To marry with me ? aa all te oe 
- Mat. How! marry with a Puncke, a Cockatrice, a Harlot? 
@tyfoh,Iiebeburntthorowthenofefirft,, = 5 
ell, Why la? 
Mhefe are your othes : you loue to vndoevs, 
To put heauen from vs, while out beft-houres wafte: 
You loue to make vs lewd,but neuer chatte, ) 
Mat,, le heare no more of this : this ground vpon, 
Thart damn‘dforaltringthyreligion. = = - Exit. . 
’ Bell.) Thy Luft and Sinnefpeake fo much! 
Goe thou my ruine, the firft fall my foule tooke ;. 
By misie example I hope few maidens now . 
Will put their heads vnder mens girdles: =~ 
Who leaft trufts,is moft wife: _ 
Mens othes doe cafta mift before our eyes, - 
My beft of wit,be ready,now Igoe, “Se 
By fome deuice to greet Hipolite... Tt pet 
— : ‘ $CENA, 
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 SCENA ro. . 
Enter 4 fernant fetting out aT able,on which he places a Scull, 
a Pitture, a Bookeand aT aper. : 
Ser. So, this is Monday morning , and now muft I to my 
hufwifty : would I had beene created a Shoomaker; for all the 
Gentle-craft are Gentlemen enery Monday by their Coppie, 
and fcorne (then) to.worke one true ftitch. My mafter means 
~ fureto turne me into a ftudent , for heere’s my Booke , heere 
my Deske,heere my Light, this my clofe chamber, and heere 
my Puncke : fo that this dull drowfie firft day of the weeke, 
makes mec halfe a Prieft, halfe a Chaundler, halfe a Painter, 
halfe a Sexton, and halfe 2 Bawd : for all this day my office is 
to doe nothing but to.keepe the doore. To proue it, ook you, 
this good face and yonder gentleman (fo fooneas euer my 
backeisturnd) willbe naughttogether, — Evter Hipolito. 
Hip. Are allthe windows fhut? /Ser. Clofefir,as the fift 
ofa Courtier that hath ftoodin three reignes, 
Hip. Thouwarta faithfull ~ ae obferu’ft 
The Kalender, both of my folemiie vowes, 
And ceremonious forrow : Get thee gone, 
' Icharge thee on thy life, lee not the found 
Of any womans voyce piereethroughthatdoore, . _ a 
Ser. Ifthey doe(my Lord) He pearce fome of them: 
What will your Lordfhip haue to breakefaft? = > 
Hip. Sighs. Ser. Whattodinner? Hip. Teares, 
Ser. Theone ofthem (my Lord) will fill you too full of 
wind, the other wet you too much. What to fupper? 
Hip. That which now thou can not get me, the conftan- 
cie of a weman, é. 
Ser. Indeed thats harder to come by then 
Hip. Pre thee away. , 
"Ser. Tlemake away my felfe prefently, which few feruants 
will doe for their Lords; but rather helpe to make them a- 
way : Now to my doore-keeping, Ihope to picke fomething 
out of it. nl Exit. 
Hip. My Infelices face, her brow, hereie, - 
The dimple on her checke : and fiach fweete skill, ’ 


ever was Oftend, _ 


‘Hath 
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Hath from the cunning workmans pencil! fowne. 
Thefe lippes looke frefh and liuely-as her owne, . 
Seeming to mouc and{peake. Las!now I fee, 
- Thereafon why fondwomenlouetobuy 
Adulterate complexion: hete ‘tis read, 
Falfe coulours laft after the true be dead, 
Of all che Rofes grafted on her cheekes, 
Of all the graces dauncing in her eyes, 
Of all che Mufick fet vpon her tongue, 
Of all that was paft womanis excellence, 
In her white bofome;look! a painted boord 
Circumfcribes all: Earth can no bliffe affoord. 
Nothing of her but this? this cannot {peake, 
It has no lip for me to reft ypon, 
Nolip worthtafling: here the wormes will feed, 
Asin her coffim:hence then idle Art, 
True loue’s beft piétur’d in a true-loues heart, 
Here art thou drawn {weet maid, till this be dead, 
So that thou liu ft twice, twice art buried, 
Thou figure of my friend,liethere. What's here? 
Perhaps this fhrew'd pate was mine enemies: 
Las! fay it were: Inced not feare him now; 
For all his braues, his contumelious breath, ~ 
His frownes(tho dagger-pointed)allhis plot, 
(Tho’nere fo mifchiuous) his Italian pilles, 
His quarrels, and (chat eommon fence) his law, 
See, fee, they're all eaten out; here’s not left one: 
How cleane they're pickt away! to the bare bone! 
How mad are mortals then to reare great names. 
On tops of {welling houfes? or to weare out 
Their fingers ends(in durt)to {crapevp gold! . 
Not caring fo (that fumpter-horfe) the backe 
Be hung with gawdy trappings, with what courfe 
Yearags moft beggarly, they cloath the foule: 
Yer(after all) their Gay-neffe lookes thus foule. 
What fooles are men to build a garifh tombe, 
Onely to faue the carcafe whilftitrots, 
Tomaintain’t long in fhoking.mgks good carion, 


Bug 
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But leaue no good deeds to preferue them found, 

For good deeds keep men fweet,long aboue ot 
And muft all come to this; fooles,wife,all hither, 

Mutt all heads thus at laft be laid together: 

Draw me my picture then, thou graue neate workeman, 
After this fafhion, not like this; thefe. coulours 

In time kiffing but aire, will be kitt off, 


But here’s a fellow; that which he layes on, 


Till doomes day alters not complexion:- 

Death’s the beft Painter then: They that draw fhapes, 
And liue by wicked faces,are but Gods Apes. 

They come hut neere the life, and there they flay,’ - 
“This fellow drawes life too: his Art is fuller, 

The pictures fe he makes are without colour. 


’ 


+ Enter bas ferwant, 


Ser, Her’s a perfon would: fpeak rk you: Sits, Ura 
Hy. Habl tf 
Ser, A Parfon, fir, feos fpeake with yoni 
Hip, Vicar? 


Ser. Vicar? no fir, has too good a ee to be a Vicar yet, a 
youth, avery youth. 


Hip. What youth?of man or, ‘woman? lockthe ead of 
Ser. If it bea woman ymaty-bones; and Potato pies age 
me for medling: with her, for the thing. has got the breeches, 


‘tis a male-varlet fure my Lord ,. for a womans ri ne re 
meafur'd him. | 


Hp. Let him giue thee his meffage and ite gone... ay WAN | 


‘Ser. Hee fever hee’s Signor, Astor man, » but T know 
he lies, aul 


Hip. How doft thou know ie 3 


Ser. Coa® has nerea beard:’tis his her I thinke, iy whe. 
ere per for his nurfing go on 


Ho.Send himand Keep the dore. ' Reade ri 
Fata fihceat aj, . Leow YNT TT 


Fingere avditrie a way? = - 
“Temperem Lepliy: 9 jaat vba ‘wy 
i¢ ot if ate Weis Tio ‘choofe,noti in the oe 


gel <q 


Cedars 
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Cedars are fhaken,when fhrubs do feele no bruize, 
Enter Bellafronte like a Page, i 
How? from AMatheo? 
ps Yes my Lord. 
p. Art fick? 
ae ‘Notallin health my Lord. 
Hip. Keep off. 
Bell. Ido: 

Hard fate when women are erapete to wooe, 

Hip. This paper does {peake nothing, [= 
Bell. Yes my Lord, 

Matter of life it fpeakes, and 'therefore writ 

In hidden character, to me inftrugtion © - 

My Maifter giues, and (leffe you pleafe to flay 

Till you both meet) I can the text difplay. 

Hip. Do fo; read out. \- 
Bel, Lamalreadyout: 9-4 
Looke on my face, and read the ftran geft tory! 
Hip. What villaine, ho? - Enter his Ae. > 
Ser, Cail you my Lord? 
Hip. Thou flaue,chou haft let in the deuill, 
Ser. Lord bleffe vs,where? hee’s not clouen my Lord that 

I can fee: befides, the deuill goes more like a Gentleman ther 

a Page.good my Lord Boon couragio. wh. 
Hi. Thouhaftlet ina woman, in mans thape, 

And thou art damn‘d for’ to! 
Ser. Not damn’d I hope for putting in a woman to a Lord, 9 
Ho. Fetch me my rapier, --do not: I fhall kill thee, 

~ Purge this infeCted chamber of that plague, 

That runnes vpon me thus: Slaue, thruft herhence, 


Ser. Alas my Lord,I fhall neuer be able to thruft her hence 7" 


without helpe: come ‘Mer-maid youmutt to Seaagen, 
Bell, Here me but {peake, my words fhali be all Mufick: 


Here me but {peake, . 
: ‘Hop. Another beates the dore,’ . Pe ei 
T other Shee-deuill, look. ; . 2 

Ser, Why then hel’s broke loofe. Exit. 


Hip. Heace,guard the chamber:let. no more comein, 
Ga One 


ia 
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One woman ferues for man’s damnation, 
Befhrew thee, thou doft make me violate, 
The chafteft and moft fanctimonious vow, 
That ere was entred in the court of heauens _ 
I was on meditations fpotleffe wings, 
Vpon my tourney thither; like a ftorme 
Thou beat{t my ripened cogitations, 
Flat to the ground: and like a theife doft ftand, 
To fteale deuotion from the holy land, — 
Bell. If woman were thy mother; if thy heart, 
Be not all Marble (or if’t Marble be) 
Let my teares foften it, to pitty me, 
I do befeech thee donot thus with {corne, 
Deftroy a woman, | 
Hip. Woman befeech thee, 
Get thee fome other fuite, this fics theenot: 
I would not grant it to a kneeling Queene, 
I cannot louc thee,nor I muf not: See, 
The copy of that.obligation, - 
Where my foule’s bound in heauy penalties, 

Bell, She’s dead you told me,fhe'le let fall her fuite. 

Hip. My vowesto her,fled after her to heauen, 
Were. thine eyes:cleere asmine, thou mightft behold her, 
Watching vpon yon battlement of Starres, | 
How J obferue-them: fhould I breake my bond, 

_ This boord would riue in twaine, thefe weoden-ppes: 
Call. me.moft-periur'd yillaine,lerit fuffice, ' 
Tha fet theein thy. path; I& nota figne 
T loue thee,when with one fomoftdeere, 
Tle haue thee fellowes? All are fellowes there. 

_, Bell.. Be greater.then a King, faue not a body, 
But from.eternall fhipwrack keep a foule, 
If not;and that againe, finnes path] tread, — 
The griefe be mine,the guilt fall on thy head. 

HipStay and take Phyfick for.it,read this book, 
Aske counfell of this head what's tobe done, - 
Hele ftrike it dead that ’tis damnation, _ - 

If yousurne Turke again, oh doitnos,. < 
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Tho heauen cannotallure you to:doe well, 
From doing ill let hell frightyou :andlearne this, 
The foule whofe bofome Luft-did neuer-touch,- 
Is Gods faire Bride,and maidens foules are fuch: - 
The foule that leauing Chaftities white fhore, 
Swims it hot fenfuall ftreames, isthe diuells whore, 
How now, who comes? Enter his fernant. 
Ser. No more knaues my Lord that weare fmockes:heeres 
a Letter from Dogtor Benediét: I would notenter his man,tho 
hee had haires at his mouth, for feare he fhould be a woman, 
for fome women haue beards mary they are halfe witches.Slid 
you are a {weet youth to weare a cod-peece,and'haue no pins 
to fticke vponit, 
Hip.. Vie meet the Doctor, tell him, yet tonight cannot: 
But at morrow rifing Sunne I will not faile:: : 
Goe woman, fare thee-well. | Exeunt. 
Bell. The lowéft fall-can be but into hell: : 
Tt doesnot moue him ,' I muft therefore fly. 
From this vndoing Cittie, and with teares 
Wahh off all anger from my fathers brow, 
He cannot fure Bi ioy, feeing menew borne, — 
A woman honeft firft,andthenturnewhore, -_ 
Is (as with me) common to thoufands more: | 
But from a {trumpet to ture chafte, that found 
' Haz oft beene heard, that woman hardly found, Exit. 
'  a¥1,SCE. Enter Fuftigo, Crambo,ana Pol}. 
Fu. Hold vp your hands genttemen,herc's‘one,two,-three: 
nay I warrant they are found Piftolls, and without flawes , I 
had em of my fifter (and I know fhe vfes'to put noching that’s © 
crackt)foure, fiue, fixe, feauen, eightand- nine; by this hand 
bring me but a peece of his bloud, ‘and‘you thal!’ have nine 
more: [le lurke in a Tauernenot farre off,and prouide fupper 
toclofevp the end ofthe Tragedy: ‘the Linnen-Drapers re- 
member, ftand to’t, I befeech you,and play yourparts perfitly, 
Cra. Looke you fignior,tis:not your gold that we weigh., 
Fuft, Nay,nay,weigh it and fpare not, ifitlacke one graine 
of corne,T'le give you a bufhelfof wheateto makeit vp...’ 
Cram, But by your fauour Pe » which of the feruants 
3 18 
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is it, becaufe wee'l punith iuftly, 
Fufti, Mary tis ta¢headman, you hall tafte him by his 


tongue,a pretty tall pratinig fellow with a Tufcalonian beard. 
Poli, Tuicatonian! very good, 


Fuft, Cods life, | was ne’r fo t] 
tleman : my coxcombe w 
hemp. . 
Cram, Weel dry beate fome of them.. 


oe 


_ -Faft, Nay, it.grew fo high, that my fifter cryed out murder, 
very manfully: I haue her confent (ina manner) to hane him 
pepperd ;elfe lle not doo’t, to win more then ten cheaters do. 
at arifling : bieake but his pate, or fo, onely his mazer, be- 
caufe Ile haue his head in a cloth as well as mine, hee’s a Lin.. 
nen Draper,and may take enough, I could enter mine AGion 
of Battery againft him, but we may perhaps be both dead and 
rotten before the Lawyers would end it, . 

Cram, Nomoreto doe, but inskonce your felfe’ith Ta. 
uerne, prouide no great cheare, a couple of Capons, fome Fe- 
fants, Plouers, an Oringeado-pie,or fo: but how bloudy foc’r 
the day be,fally younot forth, _ 

Fuft, No,no,nay if I ftirre,fome bo dy thall finke : Tle not 
budge: Ile lie like a doggein amanger, i= “ 

Cram. Wel,wel,to the Tauerne; Jet not our {upper be raw,’ 
for you fhall haue bloud enough, your belly full, 

Fuft. That’sal, fo god fa me,I thirft after, bloud for bloyd ~ 
bump for bump, nofe for nofe, head for head, plaifter for plai- 
fter, and fo farewell : what fhall I call your names becaufe J'le 
_ Teauc word, ifany fuch come tothe Barre? 

-, Cram, My name is Corporall Crambo, . 
_Poli,, Andmine, Lieutenant Poli. . IE vennt. 
Cram,, Poliisas talla man as euer opened Oifler; 

I would not be the Diuell tomcete Poli, Farewell, : 
_ Fut, Nor I, by thislighr, if Poli be fuch a Pol; 
89° Enter Candidoes wife inher Shop, and the 
ae Me LEE? Prentifes. 

Wife, What's a clocke now?. 


aePren, Tisalmofttwelue, a). all 


arumbéd fince I was a Gen. 
as dry beaten, as if my haire had bin 


Exeunt, 
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Wife. That's well, 

The Senate will leaue wording prefently: 
— is George ready ? 

4. Pren. Yes forfooth,hee’s euBuie,’. | 

Wife. Now as you euer hope to win my fauor, 
Throw both your duties andrefpeétsonhim, 
With the like awe as if he were your maifter, 
Letnot your lookes betray it with a fmile, 

Or icering glaunce to any Cuftomer, 
Keepea true fetled countenance; arid beware 
You laugh not whatfoe’r you heare or fee. 

2. Prem. T warrant you miftris, let vs alone for keeping our 
countenance: for if J lift,there’s not a foole in all Malaine fhal 
make me laugh, let him play the foole ne’r fo like an affe, whe. 
ther i it be the fat-Coure foole, or the leane Citti¢ foole, : 

* Wye. Enough then, call downe CRE. : 
2. Pren. J heare himcomming.  ~. 4 
Enter George, AL. 

W:fe. Be a ae your legs then, let me fee: 
How curtfie would become him: : gallantly! 

Befhrew my bloud,’a proper feemely man, 
Of a choice carriage, walks with a good port.» on 

Geo. I thanke you Miftris, ~~ | 
My back’s broad criough,now my Matters sown. son,” 
i. Wi, Sure,I-fhould think twere the leaft of fit 
Tomiftake the Maifter,and lethim in. | 

Geo. Twerea good Comedy of Errors ce 

.2,Pren, Waitt, whift smy Maifter,’ - 


— 


id Enter Candido, pa Exit pref. 


wif. You il easy your tasks:Gods my lifed: 
Whats that he haz got on’s backe? who can te]? 
. Geo. Thar canT, But Iwill not. 

Wie. Girt about him like a mad-many, 
Whar, haz he loft his cloake too ?. 
This is the maddeft fathion that ere I faw. ° 


What faidhe George when he paffed by thee? 
a George 


THE HONEST WHORE. 
~~Geor. Troth miftris nothing : not fo much asa Beé, he did 
not hum: not fo much as a bawd,he did not hem:not fo much 
asa Cuckold,he did not ha : neither hum,hem,nor ha, onely 
{tared me in the face,paffed along, and-made hafte in, as ifmy 
lookes had wrou ght with him,to giue hima ftoole, 

Wi: Sure hee's vext now, this trick haz mou’d his 
Hee’s angerd now, -becaufe he yttred nothing: _. 
And werdleffe wrath breakes out moreviclent,: -. 
May be hee'le ftriue for place, wlren he comes downe? 

But if thou loueft me George, aftord him norte, . 
Geo. Nay, let mealone-to play my mafters prize,as long as 
my miftris warrants me : Lamdure I hauc his beft clotheson, 
and I fcorne to giue place to.any that is inferiour in apparrell 
tome, that’s an Axiome, a Principle, andis obferu’das much 
as the fafhion ; let that perfwade youthen, that Ile fhoulder 


with him for the vpper handin the fhop,asong as this chaine 
willmaintaine it. — a 


« 


fpleene; 


Wife. Spoke with the {pirit ofa Maifter , though withthe 
tonguc ofaPrentife.: phir . 
Enter Candido dike a Prentife, — 
Why how now mad. man, what in your tricke fi-coats? 
Cand, O peace good.miftris, eae 
Enter Crambo and Poli,  - 7 
See what you lacke, whatis’t you buy ? pure Callicoes, fine 
Hollands, choife Cambrickes., neate Lawnes: fee what you 
buy: pray come neare, my maifter will vfeyou well, hee can | 
afford youa penny-worth, ~ or , 

We. I that he can , outof'a whole peeceof Lawne ifaith, 

Cand, Pray {ee your choice heere Gentlemen. 

Wife. O fine foole! what,a mad:man! .apatient madman! 
who euer heard of the like ? Well fir, Plefic you and your hu- 
mout prefently : what,croffe points!T'le vnty em all ina trice, 
Ye vex you ifaith : boy,take your cloke, quick,come, Evit. 

Cand. Becouered George, this Chaine and welted Gowne, 
_bare to this coate : then the world’s vpfide downe. 

George. Vmh,Vmh,hum. 

Cram.-That's the fhop,and there's the fellow, 

Peli, Lout the maiftes is walking in there, . 

ee Pha 
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Cram. Nomatter,weelin, — - >) wer? 

Poli,. Sbioud,doft long tolic in Limbo? - 

Cram. ‘Aud Limbo be in hell,] care not, J 

Cand, Looke you, heere’s choice Cambrickes, 

Cram. No fir,fome fhirtine,. 

@pad, Youthall * .- : 

Cram. Haue younone of this ftrip’d Canuas for doublets? 

Cand, None ftrip'd fir, but plaine, | ; 

2. Pren. Ithinkethere be onc peece ftrip'd within, 

Geo. Step firra and fetch it, bum,hum,hum, 

‘Cand. Looke you gentlemen,I le make but one {preading, 
here’sa peece of cloth, fine,yet fhalf weare like yron,tis with- 
out fault, take thisvpon my word, tis without faule, - 

Cram. Then tis better then you firra, 

Cand, J, and a number more, O that each foule 
Were but as {potlefle as this innocent white, - - 
And had as few brackes in it. 

Cram. Twould haue fonie then : 

There was a fray heere laft day in this fhop, 
Cand. There was indeede, alittle flea-biting. 
Poli, A Gentleman had his pate broke: 

Call you that but a flea-biting? 

Cand. He had fo. ‘ er 

Cram. Lownes do youftandtoit? - © He ftvikeshim. 

Geo. Sfoot,clubs,clubs;prentifes,downe with em, 

Ah yourogues, ftrikea Citizen in’s fhop? 

Can, None of you ftirre I pray, forbeare good George. 

Cram. Lbefeech you fir, we miftooke our markes, deliuer, 
vs our Weapons. ; 

George, Your head bleeds fir, cry clubs, 

Cand. Vay you {hall not,pray be patient, 
Giue them their weapons:firs,y are beft be gone, 
tel yowhere are boyes more tough then Beares: 
Hence, left more fifts do walke about your Caley 

Both. Wethanke you fir. | Exeunt, 

. Cand, You hall not follow them: 
Let them alone pray, this did meno harme, 
Froth I was cold, and the blow mademe warmm 
- ae ms . .H Ithanke ~ 
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Ithanke em for’t: befides, I had decreed 


To haue a veine prickt, Edid meane to bleede: 
So that there’s mony fau’d : they are honeft men, 
Pray vfe’em well,when they appeare agen, 

George. Yes fir, weelyfe’emlikehoneftmen, 

Cand. Y,well {aid George, like honeft men , tho they be ar- 
rant knaues, for that’s the praife of the Citty; helpeto lay vp 
thefe wares, 

Euter bis wife with Offieers. 

Wife. Yonder he ftands. 

Off. What in a Prentices coate? 

Wife. I,I,mad,mad,pray take heede, 

Cand. How now! what news with them? 

What make they with my wife? 
Officers,is fhe attach’d? Looke to your wares, 

W7fe. He talks to himfelfe : nee’s much gone indeede, 

Off. Pray plucke vp a good heart,be not fo fearefull:, 
Sirs hearke,wee'l gather to him by degrees, j 

Wife. I,I, by degrees I pray: Ohme! 

What makes he with the Lawne in his hand? 
Hee’l teare all the ware in my fhop. 
Off. Feare not, wee'l catch him on a fodaine. | 
W/fe. Youhad need do fo, pray take heed of your warrant 
~ Off. Twarrant miftris : Now fignior Candido. | 
— Cand, Now fir,what news with you? 
Wife. What news with you he faies? Oh hee’s far gone! . 
Off. I pray feare nothing, ler’s alone with him, 
Signior,you looke notlike your felfe me thinkes, 
Steale you a tother fide,y’are chang 'd,y are altred, 
_ Cand, Chang’d far, why true fir, is change {trange, tis not 
the fafltion vnleffe it alter. Monarkes turne to beggars, beg. 
gars crcepe into the nefts of Princes, mafters ferue their Pren= 
ticés, Ladies their feruing-men, men turne te women, 

Off. And women turne to men, 

Can, J,and women turne to men, you fay true,ha,ha,a mad 
world, a mad world. ; 

Off. Haue we caught you fir? 


Cand. Caught me! well,well, you haue caught mee. 


\ 
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Wife, He laughs in your faces. me 
George. A rc{cue(prentifes)my matters catch-pot'd, 
Of. I charge you keepe the peace , or haue your legs gar. 
_ tered with yrons, we haue from the Dukea warrant Arone e- 
nough for what we doe. tn 

Cand. I pray reft quiet,] defire no refcue, 

Wife. La, he defires no refcue,las poore heart, » 
He talkes againft himfelfe, 

Cand. Well,what’s the matter? 

Off. Looke to thae arme, 
Pray make fure worke, double the cord. 

Cand. Why,why? vs 

Wi. See how’s head goes, fhould he get loofe, 
Twereas much as all our lines were worth, 

Off. Feare not,wee'l make all fure for our owne fafetie, 

Cand. Are you at leifure now? well ,what’s the matter? 
Why doe I enter into bonds thus?ha! 

Off. Becaufe y’are mad, put feare vpon your wife, 

Wife. OI,I went in danger of my life euery minute, 

Cand. What,am I mad fay you,and J not know it? 

Off. That proues you mad, becaufe you know it not, 

Wee. Pray talke to him as little as you can, 
. You fee hee’s too farre fpent, 

Cand. Bound with ftrong cord, 
A fitters threed yfaith had beene enough, 
To leade me any where : wife, doe you long?’ 
You are mad too, or elfe you doe me wrong. 

George. But are you mad indeed maifter ? 

Cand. My wife faies fo, . 
And what fhe faies George, is all truth you know: 
And whither now, to Bethlem monaftery, ha! whither? 

Off. Faith ee’n to the mad-mens pownd. 

Can. A Gods name, ftill I feele my patience found, Exit. 

_ Ge. Come,we'l fee whither he goes, ifthe mafter be mad, 
we are his feruants,and muft follow his fleppes,wee'l be mad- 
caps too:farewel miftris,you fhal haue vs ail in Bedlem, Exext 

We. Lthinke I haue fitted you now, you and your cloths, 
If this inoue not his patience, nothing can, 
‘ H 2 Tle 
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Vic tiweare then { hauca Saine, and not aman 


. SCENA x ge i 
Enter Deke, Dattor, Flyzelle,C aftruchio,Pioratta, 


Du, Giuevs alittle Leaue; DLear your news. 

Doét, Lient for him my Lord,atila{t hee came, 

- And did receiue all fpeech that went from'me, 

As gilded pilles made to prolong his health: » 

My aged with him wrought it :for fome men 
Swallow cuen empty hooks, likefooles that feare: 

— drowning where ' tis deepett, caufe tis cleare ; 

Jn th’end we ‘fate and eate: ahealth I dranke 

To Lafelices {weete departed foule, 

This traine I knew would take. 

“Dua. Twas excellent, - a 

-Doét. He fell with fuch deuotion on’s iwnees 
To pledge the fame, | 

Dike Fond fuperititious foole! 

Do&t, Thathad he been inflam’d with zeale of prayer, 

He could not poure’t out with more reuerence : 
About my necke he hung,weptonmy cheeke, ~~ 
Kitt it, and {wore he would adore my lippes, 5. 
Beeat We they brought forth Jzfelices name. 

Duke Ha,ha, alacke,alacke, 

Dott. The Ct up he lifts vp hie,and thus he faid, , 
Heere noble maid: drinks, and was. poifoned, *, . 

Duke And died? - ae 

Doét, And died,my Lord, . 

Duke Thou in that word haftpeec’d 
Mine aged-houres out with more yeares 
Fhan thou haft oe from Hipolito. 

A noble youth he was, but leffer branches - 
puindrihg the greaters ‘growth; smuft be lopt off, 
And feede the fire : Doctor w’are now all thine, 
And vie vs fo: be bold, 
_- Dot. Thankes gracious Lord :. 
My honored Lord : , | | 
Duke Hum, —— » ei 


Dott. 
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Doét. I do befeech your Grace to bury deepe, 

This bloudy act of mine, © * 

_ Deke Nay,nay,for that, | 

. Dodor,looke you toot: mee it fhall not moue, 

The’yre curft that ill do, not that ill doe loue, 
Do. You throw an angry forehead on my faces: 

But be you pleas'd backeward thus far to looke, 

That for your good, this euill I vndertooke,: 

Duke 1,1, weconfterfo:- 

Doi. Andonelytoryourloue. ~- © 

Duke Confeft : tis true. } 

Doft. Norlet it ftand againft me asa barre, 

To thruft me from your prefenice : nor beleeuc 
(As Princes ha quick thoghts)that now my finget 
Being dipt in bloud,! will not fpare the hand, 
Bur that for gold(as what can gold not do?) 
— [may behir’d to workethelikeon you, — 
Dyke Which to prevent. 
Dott, Tisfrommyheartasfarre. , . 
Du, No matter doctor, caufe Ile feareles fleep, 
And that you fhall {tand cleare of that fufpition, 
J banifh thee for euer from my Court. Ta ; 
This principle is olde, but true as Fate, y 
Kings may loue treafon,but the traitor hate. Exit . 
Do. Tht fornay then Duke, your ftale principle, 
With one as ftale,the Doétor thus fhall quit, 
He falls himfelfe that digs anothers pit: be: 
How now! where is he? will he meet me? j 
Exter the Dottors man. ; 

Dottors man. Mect you fir, hee might haue met with three 
Fencers in this time,and haue receiued leffe hurt then by mee. 
ting one Doétor of Phificke: why fir, he haz walke vnder the 
olde Abbey wall yonder this houre, till hee’s more cold then a 
Cittizens countrey houfe in Janiuere, you may finell him be- 
_ hinde fir :la you, yonder he comes. LT 
Dott. Leaueme. Enter Hipolito, | 
Dottors man, Itch lurch ifyou will. Exit. 


Dottor. O my moft noble friend! _ 
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Hip. Few but your felfe, 
Could haue intic'd methus: to truft the Aire 
With my clofe fighs:you fent for me, what news? 


Dat. Come,you muft doff this blacke, die thar pale cheek 


Into his owne colour,goe, attire your felfe 


Frefh as a Bridegroome wheh he meets his Bride, | 


The Duke haz done much treafon to thy Loue, 
Tis now reucal’d, tis now to be reueng’d: 
Be merry,honour’d friend, thy Lady liues. 

Hip. What Lady? — 

Dott, Infelice, Shee’s reviwd, 

Reuiu’d: alacke! Death neuer had the heare, 
To rake breath from her, ; 

Hip. Vmh:lthankeyoufir, | _ 
Phificke prolongs life, when it cannot faue: 
This helpes not my hopes, mine are in their eraue, 
You doe fome wrong to mocke me. 

Dok, By that loue: 
Which I haue euer borne you, what I {peake, 
Is truth: the maiden ‘liues, thatfunerall, =» 
Dukes teares, the mourning was all counterfet : 

A fleepie draught cofned the world and you: _ 
I was his minifter, and then chambred vp, 
To ftop difcouery. ! 

Hip. O treacherous Duke! - _ 

Doét, Hecan nothope fo certainely for bliffe, 
‘As he beleeues that I haue poifon’d her: 

He woo'd metoo't,I yeelded, and confirm’d him 
In hismoft bloudy thoughts, 
Hip. Avery diuell! 
| Dott, Her did hee clofely coach to Bergamo, 
Andthither 
' ‘Hip, Will Iride,ftood Bergamo 
In the-Low Countries of blacke hell, I’le to her. 

Dott, You fhall coher, butnot to Bergamo ¢ 
How Paffon makes you flie beyond yout felfe: 
Much of that weary iourney Tnacutof, 
For fhe by Letters hath intelligence, 
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Of your {uppoled death, her owne interrement, 
And all thote plors,which that falfe Duke her father ~ 
Haz wrought againfl you : and fhee'l meete you. 
Fly. Owhen! 
Dott. Nay fee: how couctous are your defires, 
‘Earely to morrow morne, os. “ 
Hcl. O where good father? 
Doé. AtBethlem monafterie: are you pleas’d now? 
Hipol. Ac Bethlem monafterie! the place well fits, 
Ii is af fchoole where thofe that loofe their wits, 
Practife againe to get them ; I am ficke 
Of that difeafe,all Loue is lunatike. 
Dot. Wee'l fteale away this night in fonte difguifes | 
Father 4zfelwo,amoftreuerendFrier, 
Expectes our comming, before whom weel lay 
Reafons fo ftrong, that he fhall yeeld in bonds 
Of holy wedlocke to tie both your hands. 
Hip. This is fuch happineffe, 
That to beleeue it, tis impofible. 
Doét. Let all your ioyes then die in misbeliefe, 
I will reueale no more. 
Hp. O yes good father, 
Tain fo well acquainted with Defpaire, 
T know not how tohope:I beleeue all. | ‘ . 
Dot, Wee'l hence this night, much muftbedone, much 
Butif the Doétor faile notin his charmes, - (faids 
Your Lady {hall ere morning fill thefe armes. 
Hipol, Heauenly Phifition ! farre tay fame fhall fpread, 
That.makft two Louers fpeake when they be dead. Exenut. 


Candidoes wife, and George: Pioratto meets them. ; 

Wife: O watch good George, watch which way the Duke 
commeth, 

Geo. Heere comes one of the butter-flies, aske him. 

Wefe. Pray fir, comes the Duke this way? 

Pio. Hee’svpomcomming miftris, Exit, 

We. I thanke you fir : George, are there many mad folkes 
where thy maifter lies? i a aa . 

George .. 
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Geo. O yes,of all countries fome, but {pecially mad Greeke 
they {warme: troth miltris,the world is altéred witk you,you 
had not wont to {tad thus with a paper humbly complaining : 
but y are well enough feru’d : prouender prieckt you,as it tece 
many of our Cittie-wiues befides, 

Wife. Doft thinke George we {hall get him forth? 

George. Truly miftris I cannot tel,I thinke you’} hardly ger 
bim forth:why tis ftrange! Sfoote I ha Knowne many women 
that ha had mad rafcalls to their husbands, whom théy would 
—belabour by almeans poffible to keepe em in their right Wits, s 
. ‘but ofa woman to long to turne a tame man intoa mad man, 


why the-diuell himfelfe was neuer y{de fo by his dam, 


Wee. How does he talke George‘ha! good George tellme, 
George. Why yare belt goe fee. 
Wife. Alas, Iam afraid, ae : 
George. Afraid! you had more need he afham’d , he nay ra- 
ther be afraid ofyou. = Viwte 
We. But George, hee’s not farke mad, is he? 
raue, he is not horne-mad George,ishe? .' 
George. Nay know not that, but he talkes like aIuftice of 
peace, of athoufand matters, and tono purpofe; ; 
Wee. Ile to the Monafterie : Ithalbe mad til] enioy him, 
I fhall be ficke vntill I {ee him, yet when I doe fee hina, I thall 
weepe out mine eyes, . | , 
George. I,lde faine feea woman Weep out her eies that’s as 
trueas to fay, a mans cloake burnes, when it hangs in the wa- 
eer : I know you'l weepe miftris » but what fayes the painted 
cloth?) Truft not a woman when {be cries, = 
For feel pump water from her cies: 
With awet finger,and in fafter fbowers, 
| : Then April when he raines dovne flowers. : 
+ Wife. Ibut George, thar painted cloth is worthy tobe han. 
ged vp for lying, all women hau not tears at will, vnleffe they 
haue good caufe, . to a 
George. I but miftris how eafily will they findea caufe,and 
as one of our cheefe-trenchers fayes very learnedly: 
4 AAs out of wormewood Bees fucke Hony, © 
As from poore Clients Lawyers firke money, 1) 
f i % 


hee does not . 
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As Parfley from arofted cunny: oS 
~  So,tho Te, day be ne’r fo loo . 

Tf wines will haue it raine,downe then it drines, 

The calmeft husbands make the ftorme/? wines. 

Wife. Tame George,but I ha done ftorming now. 

Geo. Why that’s well done: good miftris, throw afide this 
fafhion of your humour , be not fo fantafticall in wearing ‘it : 
forme no more, longno more. This longing haz made you | 
come fhort of many a good thing that you might hauc had 
ftom my maifter: Here comes the Duke, | 

Enter Duke, Fluello, Pioratto,Sinexi, 
Wife. OI befeech you pardon my offence, 
In that I durft abufe your Graces Warrant, 
Deliuer forth my husband,good my Lord. 

Duke. Whois her husband? et 

Flu. Candido my Lord. Duke. Where is he? 

Wife. Hec’s among the lunatickes, 

He was a man made vp without a gall, 

Nothing could moue him,nothing could conuert 

His meeke bloud into fury , yet like a monfter, 

T often beate at the moft conftant rocke: 

Ofhis vnfhaken patience,and did long 

To vex him, Duke. Did you fo? 

Wife. And for that purpofe, 

Had warrant from your Grace,to carry him to 

Bethlem Monaftery ; whence thei'l nonfree him, 

Without your Graceshand that fenthimin, —- 
Du. You halongd faire,tis you are mad I feare, 

Its fir to fetch him thence,and keep you theres 

Ifhe be mad,why would you hauehim forth? 

Geo. Andpleafe your Grace, hee’s not ftarke mad, but only 
talkes like a yong Gentleman, fomewhat fantaftically, ‘that’s 
all: there's a thoufand about your Court,Citty,and Countrey, 
madder then he, haw iu” Vera e - & 

Duke. Prouidea warrant, you fhall haueour hand. - ” 

Geo. Here’s a warrant ready drawne my Lord, 

Duke Get penandincke. ~. Ezter‘Caflruchio. 

Caft. Where ismy Lord theDuke?, 0 
“Dike. How now! more mad men? I Caft. 
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Caft. Tha ftrange news my Lord, 

Duke, .Of what? of whom? 

Caftr. Of Infelice,and a marriage. 

Duke. Ha! where? with whom? : 

Caf}. Hipolito. Geor, Here my Lord, 

Du. Hence with that woman, yoid the roome, 

Fiz, Away,the Duke's vext.  _  Exeunt. 

Geo, Whoop,come miftris,the duk’s mad toe. - 

Geo, Who toldmethat Hipolito wasdead? 

Caffr. He that can make any man dead, the doGtor:but my 
Lord,hee’s as full of life as wilde-fire,and as quicke : Hipolito 
the Doétor,and one more rid hence this euening ; the Inne at 
which they light is Bethlem monattery: Jnfelices comes frora 
Bergamo,and meetes them there: Hipolito is mad,for he means 
this day to be married, the after noone is the houre, and Frier 
Anfelmois the knitter. 3 

Du. From Bergamo? itt poflible?it cannot be. 

Caf?. I will not fweare my Lord, 

But thisintelligence I tooke from one, - 
Whole braines worke in the plot. aa : 

Duke. What's he? Cafi. Mathao. ry 

Fla. Matheoknowes all. ; 

Pior, Hee’s Hipolitoes bofome. 

Duke. How farre ftands Bethlem hence? 

Ommnes. Six or feauen miles, ~~ 

De. Ift {o?not married till the afternoone: 

Stay, ftay, lets worke out fome preuention : how! 

This is moit-ftrange,can noue but mad-men ferue 

To dreffe their wedding dinner? all ofyou —) 
Get prefently to horfe, difguife your felues 

Like Country Gentlemen; ~ ; 

Or riding Cittizens,or fo: and take 

Each man a feuerall path, but lee vs mecte 

At Bethlem monafterie, fome {pace of time 

Being {pent betweene the arriuall each of other, 
As if we came to fee,therLunatickes. eed os 
To horfe,away,be fecret on your liues, | 
Loue mutt be punifbt that vniufily thrives. Rxcnt ve 
Le ; hak Oe Flu, 
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Flu. Be fecret on your liues: Caftruchia, 
Y’are buya fcuruy {paniell ; hone Lord, 
Good lady:Zounds their loue is iuft,tis good, 
And Ilepreuent you tho I {wim in blood. Exit, 
Eater Frier Anfelmo, Hipolito, Mathao,Infelices, 
Hip, Nay,nay,refolue good father, or deny. 
Anf. You prefle me to an at, both full of danger, and full 
of happines: for I behold your fathers frowns, his threats, nay 
_ perhaps death to him that dare doe this : yet noble Lord,fuch | 
comfortable beames breake through thefe clouds by this bleft 
mariage,that your honor'd word being pawnd in my defence; 
I will rie faft the holy wedding knot. c 
Hip. Tuth,feare not theDuke, . 
_ _Anf. O fonne! wifely to;feare, is to be free from feare. 
Hip. You haue our words, and you fhall hauejourdiues, 
To guard you fafe from all enfuing danger, | , 
Mat. V1, chop em-vp,andaway. - wh . 
Auf, Stay, when itt fitfor mee, and fafelt for you,to enters 


— 


_ tainethisbufineffe? Hip. Nor till the euening, | 
Anf. Be it fo, there ftands a Chappell hard by, 
Vpon the weft end of the Abbey wall, \ 


‘Thither conuey your felues, and when the Sunne | 
Hath cuin’d his backe vpon this vpper world, : 
Tle marry you: that done, no thundring voice can breake the _ 
facred bond, yet Lady;here you are moft fafe. ~~ 
Infe. Father,your loue’s moft deere. © reree 
Mat. l,wellfaide, locke vs into fome little roome by out” 
felues, that wemay be mad for an houre or two, ’ 
Hip. O good Matheono, lets make no noife. eA 
Mat. How! no noife! doe you know where you are? sfoot 
mong ftall the mad-caps in AZiilan-{fo that to threw the houfe 
out at window wil be the better,and no man will fufpect that 
we lurke heere to {teale mutton : the more fober wee are, the 
more feuruy tis. And tho the Frier tell vs, that heere wee ares 
fafeft, I am not of his minde, for if thofe lay hecre that had loft 
their money, none would ever looke after them, but heere are 
none but thofe chat haue loft their wits, fo that if hue and crie 


be made, hithex they'l come, and my reafon is’, becaufe none 
, — lig. . . . goes 
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oes to be married till hebe ftarke mad, 
Hip. " Muffle youl {elues, poten ree. 
Mart. Lounds! 
Fiz, O my Lord, thefe cloakes are not for this raine, the 


‘tempeftis too great : I come {weating to tell you.ofit, that 
you may get out of it. 


Ma. Why what's the matter? 
__- Fla, What's the matter? you haue matterd it faire: the 
Duk’s at hand, 
Omnes The Duke! Ely. The very Duke. 
_ Hip. Then al! our plots.are turn’d vpon our heads; and 
cave are blowne vp, with our owne vnderminings. Sfoote how 
comes he?whatvillaine durft betray our being! heere? 
Flu. Caftruchio' toldethe Duke, and ALatheo heere told Ca~ 
Prachio. ) 
Hip. Would you betfay me to Caffruchio? 
Ma. Sfoot,he damn’d himfelf to hell ifhe fpake on’t agen. 
Hip. So did: you {weare to me: fo were youdamn'd.. 
Mat. Pox on’éem,ifthere be no faith in men, ifa man fhall- 
not beleeue othes : he took Bread and Salt by this Light, that 
the would neuer open his lips, Ep. ‘O God! f 
Anf. Sowbe not-defperate, ha patience, you fhall trip your 
gnemy downe by his owne flights: ‘How far isthe Duke héce? 
| Fig, Hee'sbue new fet out » Caftruchio,. Pioratto and: Sinexi- 
eome along withhim': you hatte time | aati yet to’ on im 
them, ifyouhaue but courage: 
| Auf, Ye fhal fteale-fecretly into ite “phe 
And prefently be married: if the Duke< 1 rae 
Abide heere ftill, {pite often thoufand’ ties). capt yi’ 
You -fhall {cape hence like Friers. 
Hip: O bleft difguife! Ohappy man!-- 
Auf; Talk not of happines til your clos’d hand! 
Haue her by’ th forehead; like the locke of Fimes: 
Be not too flow nor hafty,now you clime 
Vp tothe Tower ofbliffe,onlybewary 
fond patient, thats all : ify you like my plot, 
Build and difpatch: if not, farewell; then not.- 
Hip.. Oyes, we doe applaud j it, wee'l difpute: 
Nolonger, but willhence.and execute. — Fluello. 


Enter Flisello.. 
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Fluello,¥ ow! ftay. here; let vs be gone, |. 
The ground that friehted Louers tread ape 
Is ftucke with thornes: 
Af. Come then, away, tis meete;’ — Exennt 
To feape thofe thorns,to put on-w need feet. - 
Mat. No words pray Fluello,for'’t ftands vs on. 
Flu. Oh fir,let that be your leffon: 
Alas-poore Louers! on what hopes and feares, 
Mentoffe themfeluesfor women:when fhe's got 
The beft haz in her that which pleafeth not, 


Enter to Fluello,the Duke,C. aftruchio,Pi jorattos. 
ana Sinexi from fenerall doores: miffed. 


Dike Who’sthere? = Caf. My Lord.. 

‘Duke. Peace: fend thar Lord away, - : 
& Lordfhrp wil fpoile all lets-be all fellowes: 
Whats he? 

Caft: Fluello, or Rye éby his little legs. 1 

Ozmnes: A\\ Siends,all friends. 7 

Dz. What,met vpon-the very point of time?’ 
Is this the place? Pio; This is the place my Lord: 

Dz. Dream you on Losdfhips! come no more Lotds pray: ” 
You haue not feene thefe Louers yet! — Omn. Not yet. 

Duke. Caftruchiosart thou fure this wedding feate is not till 
afternoone? = Caffr. Sotis giuen out my Lord, 

Dz. Nay, nay, tis like; thecues mult obferue a houtes, 
Eouers watch minites like Aftronomers;? \ | ; 
How ‘fhall the i#terim houres by vs be ipentt? 

Flu. Lets all go feethe mad men: 

Om, Mafle content, ~ Eater Towie like a firhpees 

Du. Ohere comesone, queftion him, queftion him. 

Flu, Now honeft fellow, doft belong to the houfe?:: | 

Tow. Yes forfooth,] am-one of the implements, I {weep the. 
nvad-mens roomes, and fetch ftraw for’ en, and buy chatnes. 
to tie er,and rods to whip em,I was a madwag my felfe here. 
once, but I thank father Anfebn he lafhe me into my-wits <i 

Dok, Anfelmeis the Frier muft marry them, ores 
Queftion him whereheis, ‘1 je fae 
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Caf. And whete is father Anfelmo now? | 

Town. Mary hee's gone but euen now. 

Du. I,wel done, tell me, whither is he gone? - 

Tow, Why to Godamighty: _ , 

Flu. Wa,ha, this fellow’s a foole,talkes idely. 

Pio. Are all the mad folks in A4illan brought hither ? 

Town, How all! there’sa.queftion indecde; why sifall che 
mad folkes in Adihaz fhould come hither, there would not bee 
left ten men in the Citty, cm 

Duke. Few Gentlemen or Courtiers heere, ha. 

Tow, © yes,aboundance,aboundance, lands no fooner fall 
into their hands, but ftraitchey runne out of their wits : Citti- 
zens fons and heirs are free of the houfe by their fathers copy: 
Farmers fons come hither like geefe (in fockes) & when they 
ha fold all their corne fields,here they fit and picke the fraws, 

Si, Me thinks you fhould haue women here afwell as men, 

Town. O I,a plague on ‘em,there’s no ho with ’em, they're 
madder then March hares, se.Jfp ND FZ. 

Fla. Are there no Lawyers amoneft you ? 

Town, Ono,not one: neuer any Lawyer, we dare not leta 
Lawyer come in, forhee’l make ’em mad fafter then wee can 
_recouer’em, — “a | 
Da, Andhow long ift ere you recouer any of thefe? _ 

Town, Why, according to the quantitie of the Moone thats 


got into em, an Aldermans fonne will bee mada great while, . 


avery great while, efpecially if his friends left himwell:, a 
whore will hardly come to her witsagen : a puritane there’s 
nohopeofhim, valeffe he may pull downe the Steeple , and 
hang himfelfei'th bell-ropes. 

Flu, Iperceiue all forts of fifh come to your net. 

Town, Yes intruth,wehauc blockes for all heads, we haue 
good ftore of wilde-Oates heere :, for the Courtier is mad at 
the Cittizen, the Cittizen is madde at the Countrey man; the 
Shoomaker is mad at thé Cobler , the Cobler at the Carman, 
che Puncke ismadthatthe marchants wife is no whore, the 
marchants wife is mad that the Punke is fo common a whore : 
pod fo, here’s father 4x/elmo, pray fay nothing that I tell tales 
outoftheSchocle, Exit, Om, Godblefle you father, . 
i. oe "ya Anfel, 


1 
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Anfel, Ithanke you Gentlemen. .° Enter Anfelmo. 
 tCafie Pray may we fee fome of thofe wretched foutes, 
That heere are in yourkeeping? - dxf. Yes, you fhalf. 
But Gentlemen, I muft difarme you then, 
There are of mad-men, as there are of tame, 
All humourd notalixe: wehaueherefome, | 
So apifh and phantafticke,play with a feather, — 
And tho twould grieuea foule to fee Gods image - 
So blemifht and defac’d, yet doe they act 
Such anticke and fuch pretty lunacies, 
That fpite of Sorrow they'l make you fmile: 
Others agen we haue like hungry Lions, 
Fierce as wilde Bulls, vntameable as flies, 
And thefe haue oftentimes from ftrangers fides. 
Snatcht rapiers fodainely, and done much harme,, 
Whom if you'l{ee,you muft be weaponleffe.. - — 
Orn, With all our hearts, rs 
. nf? Here, take thefe weapons.in, ° 
Stand off alittle pray: fo,fo,tis well: 
Fle fhew you herea man that was fometimes 
Aivery graue and wealthy Cittizen, - 
Haz ferud a prentithip to this misfortune, — 
Beene here feauen yeares , and'dwelt in Bergamo. . 
Duke. How fell he from his wits? 
Anfel. Bylofleat Sear | 
Pie ftand afide, queftion him you alone, » 

For ifhe fpic me,hee'l not {peakea word, i 
Vaileffe hee’s throughly vext. Difconers-an old man wrapt 
Flz, Alaspoorefoule!  Caff?. Avery. oldman, (inanet.. 

Duke. God {peed father. a © ‘G-ln @ 
1, Mad, God {peed the Plow, thou fhalt not fpeed me. 
Pio, Wefeeyou oldman for all you daunceimanety 20) 
1. Mad. True,but thou wilt daunce ina halter, andIfhalk — 

 Anf: O doe notyex himpray. -. °°. (notfee thee, 
Cafir. Are you.a Fifhermanfather? © >. tite 
1.Mad. No, Lam neither fith nor flefh. | | 
Fiz.- What doé you with that net then? te) 
1. Mad. Doft nor {ee foole? there’s a frefh Salmon in’t ; if. 


you ftep one foot furder,you'l be ouex fhooes,foryou fee Iam 
: | ouer 
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ouer head and care in falt-water: if you fallinto this whirle. 
poole where lam, yaredrown'd: y’area drownd Rat. -Iam 
Aifhing here for fine fhips, -but I cannot haue a good drau ght, 
for my Netbreakes til], and breakes, butTle breake fome of 
your néeckes and ¥ catch you in my clutches . Stay, ftay,ftay, 
“wheres the winde? wheres the winde? Out youGulles, you 
Goole-caps,you Gudgeon-eaters! do you looke for the wind 
in the heauens? ha, ha, hasha, no,no, looke there,looke there, 
the winde is alwayes at that doore :- heatke bows it blowes, 
puffc, puffe, puffe, Ownes Ha,ha,ha. 

1.Méad. Do youlaugh at ‘Gods Giatutesrda you mock old 
age,you Rogues? Is this gray beard and head counterfer,zhat, 
you cry, hash’ ha? Sirra, art notthou my eldeft fonne? 

Pier. Yesindeede father. 

1.Mad. Then thart a foole,for my eldeft fonne hada a 
foot, crooked legs, a veriuice face, and a peare colourd beards, 
I made hima Scholler , and hee nas himfelfe afoole. Sirra, 
thou there: hold out thy hand, Dz. My hand,weil, here tis. 

1.Mad. Looke,looke,looke,haz hee not long nailes, and. 
. fhorthaire? Fla -Yes, monftrous fhorthaire, and shana» 
nablelongailes, 1. Mad. Ten-peny nailes,are they. not? 

Flu, Yes ten-peny nailes, 

1. Mad, Such nailes hed my ee boy : kneele downe 
thou varlet, and aske thy father bleffing : Such nailes had my 
middleniolt fon, and I made hima Promoter : and he {ccapt, 


and fcrapt,and fc crapt,till he got the diuel and all:but he ferapt — 


thus and thus, andit went: vades Wie legs, till at length a coimn- 
pany of Kites, taking him for carrion, fwept vp all, “all, all, all. 
If-you loue your liues, looke to your feuds fee, fee. fee, “the 
Turkes Gallies are fighting with my fhips, Bownce gocs the - 
eunnes : oooh! cry the men : romble;romble gac thet waters : 
: Alas theres tis funcke, tis funcke : Jam vado ne, am vndone, 
you ate the damn’d Pitateshaue vadene mec: youare by, the 
Lord;yoware,you are, ftop’ erm, you He go el 
Anf. Why how nowfitra :muft I fall ro tame you? >on 
1.Mad. Taneme)na, Pebde madder then 4roaited Cat: 
icc, fee,.am burnt with gunpowder;thefe are our clofe fights. 
i “aif i ‘le. ee chew ifyou gronvainstllyaite GF hath « 
- poy eBeesao: 
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1.Jad. Whip me! out you toad whip me? what iuftice is 
this, to whip mice becaufe lam a beggar? Alas! I am apoore 
man :a very pooreman : Tam ftaru’d, and haue had no meate 
by this light,neuer fince the great floud, Tama poore man, 

Anf. Well,w ell,be quiet, and you fhall haue meate. 

1.Mad, 1,\pray do: for looke you,heere be my guts:thefe 
are my ribs : you may look through my ribs; fee how my guts 
come out : thefe are my red guts, my very guts,oh,oh, 

Anfel. Take him in there, 

Omn. Avery pitteous fight. 

Caft. Father, I fee you haue a bufie charge, 

Anf. They muft be vide like children, pleafed with t oyes, 
And anone whipt for their vnrulineffe ; . -_ 
Tle fhew you now a paire quite different 
From him that’s goneshe was all words,and thefe 
Vnleffe you vrge em,feldome {pend their fpeech, 
But haue their tongues :la you, this hithermof 
Fell from the happy quietnes of minde, 
About a maiden that he lou’d, and died : 
He followed her to Church, being full of teares, 


_And as her body went into the ground, 


He fell ftarke mad, This is a married man, 
Was iealous of a faire, butas-fome fay, 
A very vertuous wife, andthatfpoil’dhim, : 
2.Mad. Allthefe are whoremongers, & lay with my wife: 
whore,whore,whore, . 
Fiz, Obferue him. a , 
2.Mad. Gaffer Shoomaker, you puld on my wifes pumps, 
and then crept into her pancofles : lie there, lie there : this was 
her Tailer § you cut out her loofe-bodied Gowne,and put in a 


yard more then I allowed her, lie there by the Shoomaker :O 
-maifter Doctor! are you here? you gaue me a Purgation,and 


then crept into my wiues chamber, tofeele her pulfes,.and 
youfaid, andfhefaid, and her maide faid , that they went 
pit a pat,pit a pat,pita pat: doctor,T le put you anone into iny 
Wifes Vrinall : heigh, come aloft lacke : this was her {choole- 
maifter, and taught her to play vpon the Virginalls, and ftill 
his Jacks leapt vp, vp : you prickt her out nothing but bawdy 
oe  K leffons; 
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leffons, but Tle pricke you all, Fidler-Dodtor: Fayler-fhoo. 
maker: fhoomaker, Fidler, Doctor, Tayler : fo, lie with my 
wifeagennow, 

Caftr. Sec how he notes the other, now he feedes,. 
2.Mdad. Giuemee fome porridge, . 
3.Adad. Vie giue thee none. | 
2.Mad. Giue mc fome porridge, 
3.Mad. Vie notigiue thee a bit, 
2.Mdad, Giue me that flap-dragon, : ) 
3.Afad. Vile not giue thee a fpoonefull: thou lief, its no « 
Dragon tis a Parrat,that ] bought for my fweet heart,and I’le- 
keepcit. i Li 
+ Mad. Heere's.an almond for Parrat, 
3.A4ad. Hang thy felfe. a d 
2.Adad. Heere’s a rope for Parrat. 
3.Mad. Eate it, for Fleeatethis.. - 
2.Ja. Vle fhoot at thee, ifthou'lt giuemenone.. 
3. Mad. Wutthour > 
2,J¢a. Tle run atiltat thee,ifthou gite me none. 
3. Mad, Wutthou? doe and thou dar ft, “ 
dad: Bownce. 
3. Mad, OT am flaine! murder,murder,murder, 
Tam flaine, my braines are beaten out. y 

Anf. How now you villains!bring me whips:Ile whip yous. 

3.M!a.. Yam dead,flaine,ring out the bell, for I am dead, 
Duke. How will you doe now firra’you ha killd him, 

2. Mad. Tieanf{wer't at Seffions : he was eating ofalmond. 
Butter, and I long’d for't: the child had neuet been deliuered 
out of my belly, if Lhad not killd him,Tleanfwertat feffions, 
fomy wifemay beburntithhandtoo, 

Auf. Take’em in both: bury him,forhe’sdeadi (hole... 
3. Mad. Vindeede, I am dead, purme Ipray ina good pit 
2. 2fad. Vieanfwertat Seffions, ~ Exennt. 

Exter Bellafronte mad, 

Anf, How now hulwife, whither gad youd~ . a. 
Bell. A nutting forfooth : how do you gaffer? how do you 
gaffer? there's a French curfie for you too. i 
Flu.. Tis Bellafroute.. ° 
~ / Pio: 
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Pio, Tis the puncke by’th Lord, 
Duke, Father, what's fhe I pray? 
_ Af. Asyet Lknow not, : 
She came in Dut this day, aides little idlely, 


in, athe therefote haz. the freedome of the houfe, 


Bell, Doe not you know me?nor you,nor you, 

Omn. No indeed. 

Bell. Then yowarean Affe, and you an Affe, and Sie are an 
Affe, for I know you. . 
'_Anf, Why what are they? come, tell ae are th ev 

Bell, They ate Fifh-wiues, w ill you buy any Gudgeons ? 
gods fanty , yonder come Friers ,l know them too: how doe 
you Frier? 

Enter Hi ipolito, Matheo, and Infelice. di guide in the. 
__ habites of Friers. ~ 

Anf, Nay, nay,away,you muft not trouble Friers 
The Duke is heere ,{peake nothing, : Le. 

Bell. Nay indeede you fhall not. goes wee "| run at vbasley- 
breake firft, and you fhall be in hel. 

Mat. My puncke turn’d mad whore, asal Ga fellowes. asc? 

Hip. Say nothing,but fteale hence ,wheny ot {pie time, 

* Anf. Vile locke er vpyify are ynruly, fie. : 

Bell. Fie,mary {o : they {hall not Hoe ipdriede ull I ha tolde, 

em their fortunes. 

Duke. Good father, giue her leaue; ~ ofl, 

Bell, I pray,good father,and Tle giue you my bleffing, o.. 

Anf. Well then,be briefe,but if vous thus manly ied 
Tie haue you locke vp faft. 1 

Pio, Come, to their fortunes, . 7 | i. 

Bell, Let mefee, 1.2.3.and4, Tle ot sie the little Fi. 
er firft, heet’s a fine hand indeed, I neuer faw Frier haue fuch 2 
dainty ‘hand : heere’s a hand for a Lady, heere’s your fortune, 
You louea Frier better then a Nun, 

Yet long youlloue no Frier, nor no Friers fonne. 
Bow alittle, the line of Life is out,yet Iam afraid, » 
For all y are holy,you’ [not die a maid : God giuc you ioy. 
NowtoyouFrier Tucke, 
Mat, God fend me goodlucke, 
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Bell, You loue one, and oneloues you: 
You area falie knaue,and fhee's a lew, 
Heere is a Dial! that falfe cuer goes, 

Mat. O your wet drops !. 

Bell. Troth fo does your nofe: — 
Nay lets fhake hands with you too: 
- Pray open,heere’sa fine hand: 
Ho Frier ho, God be here, 
So he had need : youl keepe good cheare, 
Heere’s a free table, but a frozen breaft, - 
For you'l ftarue thofe that louc youbeft, ~ 
Yet you haue good fortune, for ifI am no liar, 
Then you are no Frier, nor you,nor you no Frier,, 
Ha,ha,haw. s+ DiffConers them. 

Dz, Are holy habites clokes for yillanie 2 
Draw alkyour weapons, >“! re eS 

Hip. Doe, draw all your,weapons, , 

‘Da. Where ate'your weapons?draw. | 

Omn, The Frier haz gulld vs of em. 

Mat. Grarewticke ene 
You hatlearn’d onemad point of Arithmeticke. . 
Hip. Why fwels your {pleene fo hie? 

Gainft what bofom would ye your wepons draw. 
| Hers,tis your daughters:Mine,tis your fonnes, ~ 
Dz. Sonne! AZat. Sonne,by yonder Sunne. | 

Hip. Youcannot fhed bloud here but tis your owne,, 
Fo fpill yourowne bloyd were damnation: © 
Lay fmooth that wrinkled brow,and Ile throw 
My felfebeneath yourfeet:  : 

Let it be rugged {till and flinted’ore, | 


What can come forth but fparkes that will burne é 
Your felfe and vs? fhe’s mine,my claime’s good, | 
She’s mine by mariage, tho fhe’s yours by blood, 
Thaue ahand(deare Lord)deepe in this act, 
_ For I forefaw this ftorme, yet willingly 

Put forth to meetit: Ofthaue Ifeeneafather | 
Wathing the wounds of his deare fonne in tears, 
~ Afonne to curfe the fword that ftrucke hisfaiher, 
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Both flaine ith quarrell of your families, — 
Thofe fears arenow tance off:andIbefeechyou 
To feale our pardon, all was to this end, _ "4 
Yoturne the ancient hates of your two. houfes 
To frefh greene friendfhip, 


4 
a 


Like the Springs forehead comfortably fweet: 
And your vext foules in peacefull vnion meete, 


’ Their bloud wil now be yours,yours wilbetheirs _ 


And happineffe fhal crowne your filuer haires. 

Fiz, You fee(my Lord)ther’s now no remedy. 

Omn. Befeech your Lordthip: | 

Dx, You befeech faire,you haue me in plaee fi 
To bridlenie,rife Frier, you may be glad 
You can make mad men tame, & tame men mad, 
Since Fate hath conquerd, I muft reft‘content, 

To ftrine now, would but adde new punifhment: © 

Tyeeld ynto your happinefle,be bleft, ~_ 

Our families fhall henceforth breathe in reff, . 
Om. O happy change | 
Duke, Yours now is. my content, 

I throw vpon your ioyes my full contefit. 

Bel. Amnotlagood girle,for finding'the Fier in the wel? 
Gods fo, you are a braue man: ;- will not you buy me fome fu-. 
gar plums, be¢aufe I an fo good a fortune teller, - 

Dz. Would thow hadft wit(thou pretty foule)toaske, 
Asthauewilltogme © 9 0 3 

Bell, Pretty foule, 2 pretty foule is better then a pretty bo- 


"dy : doe not you know any pretty foule? [know you: Is not 


your name ALatheo? ‘Mat. Yeslamb. 

Bell, Baa Lamb! there you lie, for lam mutton : looke fine 
man ,. he was mad forme once, and I was mad for him once, 
and he wasinad for her once, and were youneuce mad? Yes 
Iwarrant, I ef afineiewellonce, avery fineiewell, and 
that naughty nati tole it away from mee, avery fine and a 
rith fewell. ee Scie : , 

‘Duke. What iewell pretty maide?~ 

Bell, Waide nay that’s alie:O "twas a very rich iewell,calld: 
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‘a Maiden-head,and had not you it leerer, 
Maz. Out you mad affe! away.: 
Duke. Had he thy Mayden-head? 
‘He (hall make thee amends, and marry thee, 
Bell, Shal he?O braue Arrbur of Bradley then ! 
Ds, Andifhebeare the mind. of a gentleman, 
Tknow hee will, 7~ 
Mat. \thinke I rifled her of fome fuch palery iewell, 
Duke. Did you? then marry her, you fee the w rong 
ie led her fpirits into a lunacie, 
. Mat. How,marry her my Lord? sfoote marry amadwo- 
‘man : let aman get the tameft wife he can come by, fhee’lbec 
-. enough Neel ard,doe whathecan, _ 
Duke, Nay then, father Anfelmohere fhall doe his beft, 
‘To bring’ her,to Mee Wits, and will you then? 
Mat. 1 cannot.tell J may cheofe, 
Duke. Nay then Law-fhall:compell: I tell you fir, 
So much her hard fate mouesme, youfhould not breathe: vn- 
_ der this aire,vnleffe you married. hér. 
Mat, Well then, when her Wits {tand in thejr tie place, 
Tle marry her. 
Bell, 1 thanke your aah. ‘Matheo,thou att mines 
Tam not mad,but pution this difguife, 
Onely for you my ] Lord: for you can tell 
Much wonder of me, but you are gone : farewell. 
Matheo, thou didk firft turne my foule blacke, 
Now make it white agen : I doé proteft, 
Ym pure as fire now, chafte as Cyxthiaes breaft, 
*Einy 1 durft be fworne ALarhae fhee’s indeed, 
Mat. Cony-catcht,g eulld mutt I faile in yourflie-b oate, 
BecaufeI helpt toreare your ‘maine-maft fir{t? 
Plague found you. fort, tis well, 
The Cuckolds flamp g goes currant in all nations, 
Some men hahorms giun them at) therr creations, 
Tf Lbe one of thofe,why fo sits. better. . 
“Te take a common wench,and make her good, 
Then one that fimpers, en at firtt willfearfe 
Be tempted forth out the threthold doore, 
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Yet in one fenight turnes arrant whore: 
Com wench, thou fhalt be mine,giue me thy gols, 
 Wee'l talke oflegs hereafter : fee my Lord, - ~ 
God giuc vsioy,  Omn. Godgiue youioy. 
Exter Candidoes wife and.George. 
Geo. Come miftrisgwe are in Bedlam now, 
See,we come in pudding time,for here’s the duke. 
Wife. My husband good my Lord. 
Duke. Haue Ethy husband? . | 
 Caft, Its Candido my Lord, he's heere among the lunaticks: 
father dnfelmo, pray fetch him foorth : thismad woman is his 
wite, and tho fhe were not with child, yet did fhelong moft: 
fpitefully to haue her husband mad : and becaufe fhee would: 
be fure he fhouldturne Iew , fhe placed him herein Bethlem,. 
yonder he comes, _ Enter Candido with Anfelmo, 
Duke. Come hither Signior, are you mad 2. 
€and. Youarenot mad. 
Duke, Why Iknow rhat. a 
Caud, Thenmay you know I am not mad that: 
Know y are not mad,and that y’are the Duke : | 
None is mad heere butone , How doe you wife?’ 
What do youlong for now? pardon my Lord: 
She had loft-her childes nofe elfe :I did cut out 
Penyworths of lawne, the lawne was mine own: 
A carpet was my gowne, yet twas mine owne * 
Tworemy mans coate,yet the cloti mine owne: 
Had a crackt crowne, the crowne was mine own, 
She fayes for this Iam mad: were her words true, 
I-fhould be mad indeede : O foolith skill! ‘ 
Ts patience madneffe? Ile bea mad-man ftilt, 
W*fe. Forgiue me,and'Tle vex yout {pirit no more, 
Duke, Come,come,weelhaue you friends, 
Ioyneheatts, ioyne hands, : ; 
Cand. See my Lord, weareeucn, 
Nay rife;for ill deeds knecle ynto none but heauen:. 
_ Deke Signior,me thinkes patience haz laid on you 
Such heauy weight, that you fhouldloathe it, 
Cand,.Loatheit!: E 
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‘Dake, For he whofe breaft is tender, bloud fo cooke, 
That no wrongs heate it, is a patient foole : 

‘What comfort doc you finde in being fo calime ? 

Cand. That which greene wounds receiue from foueraigne 
Patience my Lord: why tis the foule of peace : (balme, 
Of all the vertues tis neer'ft kin to heauen, | 
Tt makes men looke like gods: the beft of men 
‘That-ere wore earth about him, wasa fufferer,. 

A foft,meeke,patient,humble,tranquill fpiric, - 
The firft truce Gentleman that euer-breath’d, 
The fiocke of Patience then cannot be poore ; 
Alli defires,it haz,what Monarch more? 

Icis the greareft enemy to Law 


That canbe, foritdoth embrace all wrongs, — 


And fo chaines vp Lawyers and Womens to 
“Tis the perpetuall prifoners liberty : a a ob 
His walkes and orchards : tis the bond_flaues freedome,. » 

And makes him feeme prowd of eachyron chaine, 

As tho he wore it more for State then Paine: 

Itis the beggars muficke, and thus fings, 

Although their bodies beg, their foules are Kings, 

O my dread Liege! Itis the fame bliffe 

Reares vs.aloft ;,. makes menand Angels kiffe, 
And laft ofall, to end ahoufhold ftrife, 

It is the hony gaint a wafpifh wife. _ | 

Duke, Thou giv’ft it liuely colours : who dare fay 

-Hee’s mad, whofe words march info good aray? 

T were finneall women fhould fuch husbands haue, 

For every man muft then be his wifes flaue.. 

Come therefore , you fhall teach our Courttofhine, » 

So calme a fpirit is worth a golden Mine, 

Wiues (with meeke husbands) that to vex them long, 
~ In Bedlam muft they dwell’, elfe dwell they wrong. 
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